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E, Reader may find ſome Faults i in 
With PLAY, which my Illneſs pre- 


vented the amending of; but there is great 
Amends made in the Repreſentation, which 
cannot be match'd,no more than the friends 
ly and indefati able Care of M. Mills, e 
| en * chie ly owe the WO of the Play, 
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Spoken by Mr. WIL K G. 


HEN Strife diflurbs, or Sloth corrupts an Age, 
Keen Satire is the Buſineſs of the Stage. 
When the Plain Dealer torit, he laſb'd thoſe Crimes, 
Which then inſeſted moſt—the modiſb Times: 
But now, when Faction ſleeps, and Sloth is fled, 
And all our Dutb in ative Fields are bredy | 
When thro GN AT- BRrraix'f fair extenfve Round, . 
The Trumps of Fame the Notes of UN found; 
When Ann A's Sceptre points the Laws ibeir Courſe, 
And her Example gives ber Precepts Force; 
There ſcarce is room for Satire; all our Lays 
Muſt be, or Songs of Triumph, or of Praiſe. 
But as in Ground, beſt cultivated, Tares 
And Poppies riſe among the Golden Ears; x 
Our Product ſo, fit for the Field or Schovui, x 
Muft mix with Nature's favourite Plant——a F 
A Weed that has to twenty Summers ran, 
Shoots up in Stalkt, and vegetates to Man. 
Simpling our Author gaes, from Field to Field, 
And culls ſuch Fools a; may Diverſion yield; 
And, Thanks to Nature, 5 no want of thaſe, 
For Rain or Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows. 
Follies to night we ſhow ne'er Jb'd before, 
Tet ſuch as Nature ſbews you ev'ry Hour : 
Nor ran the Piftures give-a juſf Offence ; | 
For Foals are made for Feſts to Men of Senſe. 
A3 Dramatis 


LITATINALTIS. FTerionæ. 
MEN. 


Two Gentlemen of bro- 
Aincoeli, ken Fortunes, the firſt Mr. Mi. 
" as Maſter, and the fe- 


Arebor, E Cad as Servant. Mr. Wilks. 
Count I A French Officer, Priſoner 
Bellair, at Litchfield. Mr. Bownan. 


JA Country Blockhead, 
_— brutal te hie Wife, J Al Perbragges. 


Freeman, | 2 Gentleman from London. Mr. Keen. 
Foigard, {5 Prieſt Chaplain to ihe zur. 8 


French Officers. 


Gibbet, A Highway- Man. Mr. Cibber. 
Be, J ln, Companions. . 
Boniface, Landlord of the Inn. Mr. Bullact. 


Scrub. Servant to Mr. Sallen. Mr. Norris. 


WOMEN. 


An Old, civil, Country 
"I ra 1 7» — 
y cures all her Neigh- 
Bountiful, bours of all Diſtem- Mrs. Powet. 
pers, and fooliſhly fond 
of her Son Su/len. 
Dorinda, Lady Bountifuls Daughter, Mrs. Br adſbare. 
Mrs. Sullen. Her Daughter-in-law. - Mrs. O/dfeld. 
Gipſey. Maid to the Ladies. Mrs. Mills. 
Cherry, he Landlord's Daugh- Mrs. Bicknel. 


ter in the Inn, 


Scrxr, LITCHFIELD. 
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ScEN k, An In. 


Euter Boniface running. 


ne Hamberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daughs 
er Cherry; all aſleep? all dead? 


Enter Cherry runzing. 
. Cher. Here, here. Why dye 


977 bawl ſo, Father? Dye ye think we 
have no Ears? 8 2 

© Box. You deſerve to have none, you young Minx :-- 
The Company of the Warrington Coath has ſtood in the 
Hall this Hour, and no body to ſhew them to their 
Chambers. | 

Cher. And let em wait, Father; there's neither Red- 
Coat in the Coach, nor Footman behind it- | 
Ben. But they threaten to go to another Inn to- 


* 
9 — Cher. 


5 D e rel 
Cher. That they dare not, for. fear the Coach 


ould overtnen them to-morrow. — Coming, coming : 
f 's the * 1 Coach arriv'd, JI LJ Fe e : 
Enter ſeveral Propie with Trunks, Bal Boxer with | 


Bon. Welcome, Ladies. 
q Cher. Very welcome, Gentlemen. —Chambetlain, 
ſhew the Lion and the Roſe, _ [Exit with the Company. 


Enter Aimwell in a Riding Habit, Archer a; a Foot- 
man, carrying a Portmanteau. | 
Ben. This Ways hü v SEcatlewrn, 38989. 
Aim. Set down the things; go to the Stable, and ſee 
my Horſes well rubb'd. 
D 
Aim. You're my Landlord, I ſuppoſe ? 
Bon. Yes, Sir, I'm old Will. Bonniface, pretty well 
known upon this Road, as the Saying is. 
| Aim. O! Mr. Bonniface, your Servant. 
Bon. O, Sir What will your Honour pleaſe to 
drink, as the Saying 16. 

Aim. I have heard your Town of Litehſeld much 
fam'd for Ale, I think; I'll taſte that. 

Bon. Sir, I have now in my. Cellar ten Tun of the 
beſt Ale in Staffordſhire 3 tis ſmooth as Oil, ſweet as 
Milk, clear as Amber, and ſtrong as Brandy; and will 
be juſt fourteen Year old the fifth Day of next March, 

| Old Stile. | e 
9 4 You're very exact, I find, in the Age of your 
3. e WO ee 
Bon, As punctual, Sir, as, I am in the Age of my 
Children : I'll ſhew you ſuch Ale Here, Tapfter, 
Broach Number 1706, as the Say ing is Sir, you 
ſhall taſte my Anno Domini I have liv'd in Litch- 
field, Man and. Boy, above eight and fifty Years, and, 
+ belieye, have not conſum'd eight and fifty Ounces of 
| eat. A 4 1 428) 
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Ain. At a Meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
Senſe by your Bulk, , Loo ge Bf. ee al 
Ben, Not in my Life, Sir. I have fed purely upon 
Ale ; I have eat my Ale; drank my Ale, and: always 
fleep upon Ale. | . 


| — 
t , Enter Tapſter with a Bottle and Glaſt. 
Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee, [Filling it aut.] your Wor- 
hip's Health: Ha! delicious, delicious, ——fancy it 
any fancy it, and "tis worth ten Shillings a 
uart. | . 
Aim. [ Drink.) Tis confounded ſtrong. 
Bon. Strong ! It muſt be ſo, or how ſhould we be 
ſtrong that drink it? üze: | 
Aim. And have you liv'd ſo: long upon this Ale; 
Landlord? | 
Bon. Eight and fifty Years, upon my Credit, Sir; but 
it kill'd my Wife, poor Woman, as the Saying is. 
Aim. How came that to paſs ? | 
Bon. I don't know how, Sir ; ſhe would not let the 
Ale take its natural Courſe, Sir ; ſhe was for qualifying 
it every now and then with a Dram, as the Saying is; 
and an honeſt Gentleman that came this way from 
Ireland, made her a Preſent of a dozen Bottles of Uſ- 
quebaugh but the poor Woman was never well 
after : But howe'er, I was oblig'd to the Gentleman, 
know. ö 
Ain. 1 N was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her? 
Bon. My Lady Bountiful! ſaid ſo She, good Lady, 
did what could be done; ſhe cur'd her of three Tym- 
panies, but the fourth carried her off; but ſhe's happy, 
and I'm contented, as the Saying is. | 
Ain. Who's that Lady Boxntiful, you mention? 
Bon. 'Ods my Life, Sir, we'll drink her Health. 
[Drinki.) My Lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of Wo- 
men: Her laſt Husband, Sir Charles Bountiful, left her 
worth a thouſand Pound a Year; and, I believe, ſhe 
lays out one half on't in-charitable Uſes for the god 
of her Neighbours ; ſhe cures Rheumatiſms, Ruptures, 
and broken Shins in Men; Green Sickneſs, Obſtrue; 


5 tions, 


: 


— 
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tions, and Fits of the Mother in Women ; The 
King's Evil, Chin Cough, and Childblains in Children: 
In ſhort, ſhe has cur'd more People in and about Litch- 


fell within ten Years, than the Doctors have kill d in 


twenty, and that's a bold Word. 
Aim. Has the Lady been any other way uſeful in her 


Generation ? 

Bon. Ves, Sir, ſhe has a Daughter by Sir Charles, the 
fineſt Woman in all our Country, and the greateſt For- 
tune : She has a Son too, by her firſt Husband, 'Squire 
Sullen, who marry'd a fine Lady from Londen tother 
Day; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his Health. 

Aim. What ſort of a Man is he ? 

Bon. Why, Sir, the Man's well enough; ſays little, 
thinks leſs, and does—nothing at all, faith: But he's 
a Man of Great Eſtate, and values no body. 

Aim. A Sportſman, I ſuppoſe. 

Bon. Yes, Sir, he's a Man of Pleaſure ; he plays at 
Whisk and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty Hours toge- 
ther ſometimes. 

Aim. A fine Sportſman, truly! And marry'd, you 
fay ? 

. Ay, and to a curious Woman, Six——But he's 
2——— lle wants it here, Sir. 


F Pointing to bis Fort bead. 
Aim. He has it there, you mean. 


Bon. That's none of my Bufineſs ; he's my Landlord, 
and ſo a Man, you know, wou'd not But I'cod, 
he's no bettey than—Sir, my humble Service to you. 
Drinks. ] Tho' I value not a Farthing what he can do 
to me, I pay him his Rent at Quarter-day ; I have a 

ood Running Trade ; I have but one Daughter, and 
i can give her—But no matter for that. 

Arm. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface ; pray what 
ether Company have you in Town ? 

Bon. A power of fine Ladies; and then we have the 
French Officers. 

Ain. O that's right, you have a good many of 
thoſe Gentlemen: Pray, how do you like their Com- 


Zan. 
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Bon. So well, as the Saying is, that I cou'd wiſh we 
had as many more of em; they're full of Money, and 


pay double for every thing they have ; know, Sir, 


that we paid good round Taxes for the taking of em, 
and ſo they are willing to reimburſe us a little ; one of 
em lodges in my Houſe. 

Enter Archer. 


Atreb. Landlord, there are ſome French Gentlemen 
below, that ask for you. 

Bon. I'll wait on 'em Does your Maſter ſtay 
long in Town, as the wp iy is ? [To Archer. 

Arch. I can't tell, as the Saying is. 

Bon. Come from London ! 

Arch. No! | 

Bon. . to London, may hap ? 

Arch. No 3 ., 

Bon. An odd Fellow this: I beg your Workhip's 
Pardon, I'll wait on you in half a Minute. [Exit. 

Aim. The Coaſt's clear, I ſee——— Now, my dear 
Archer, welcome to Litchfeld. 

Arch. I thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. 

Aim. Iniquity ! prithee, leave Canting; you. need 
not change your Stile with your Dreſs, 

Arch. Don't miſtake me, Aimwe/!, for tis till my 
Maxim, that there's no Scandal like Rags, nor any 
Crime ſo ſhameful as Poverty. 

Aim. The World confeſſes it every day in its Pra- 
Rice, tho' Men won't own it for their Opinion: Who 
did that worthy Lord, my Brother, fingle out-of the 
Side- box to ſup with him t'other Night ? | 

Arch. Fack Handicraft, a handſome, well dreſs'd, 
mannerly, ſharping Rogue, who keeps the bet Com- 
pany in Town. | 

Aim. Right : and, pray, who marry'd my Lady 
Manflaughter t'other day, the great Fortune ? 

Arch, Why, Nick Marrabone, a profeſs'd Pick- 
pocket, and a good Bowler; but he makes a hand- 
ſome Figure, and rides in his Coach that he formerly 
uſed to ride behind. 

| PI 


| 


* 


Earth but for want of Money 
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Aim. But did you obſerve poor Fack Generous in the 


Park laſt Weck? 1 


Arch. Yes, with his Automnal Perriw ig, ſhading 
his melancholy Face, his Coat older than any aß 


but its Faſhion, with one Hand idle in bis Pocket, an 


with the other picking his uſeleſs TeEth ; and tho the 
Mall was crouded with Company, yet was yoor Jack 


as ſingle and ſolitary as a Lion in a Deſart. 


Aim. And as much avoided, for no Crime upon 
Arch. And that's enough ; Men muſt not be poor: 
Tdlenefs is4he Root of all Evil; the World's wide e- 
nough, let 'em buſtle: Fqrtdhe has taken the Weak un- 
der her Protection, but Men of Senſe ate left to their 
Induſtry. | e TOTS 

Aim. Upon which Topick we proceed; and, I think,. 
luckily hitherto : Wau'd: not any Man ſwear now, that 
I am a Manof Quality, and you my Servant, when if 
our intrinſick Value were known | | 

Artb. Come, come, we are the Men of intrinfick . 
Value, who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of our ſelves, 
whoſe Worth is independent of Accidents in Life, or 
Revolutions in Government: we have Heads to get 
Money, and Hearts to ſpend it. 3 
Ain As to our Hearts, I grant ye, they are as wil. 
ling Tits as any within twenty Degrees; but I can 
have no great Opinion of our Heads from the Service 
they have done us hitherto, unleſs it be that th 
brought us from London hither to LitchSeld, made me a 
Lord, and you my Servant. 

Arch. That's more than you could expect already. 
But what Money have we left? ; 

Aim. But two hundred Pound. 

Atch. And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, He. why, 
we have very good Fortunes now for moderate Peo- 
ple; and let me tell you, that this two hundred Pound, 
with the Experience that we are now Maſters of, is a 
better Eſtate than, the ten thouſand we have ſpent, 
Our Friends indeed began to ſuſpe& that our 
Rockets were low, but we came off with flying Co- 

lours, 
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Yours, ſhew'd no figns of Want either in Word or 


Deed. * | | | 
Aim. Ay, and our going to Bru/el; was a e- 
tence N for our dadden diſa . ; 120 Lehnt 
you, our Friends imagine that we are gone a volunteering. 
Arch. Why, faith if this Project Fails it muſt e'en come 
to that. I am for venturing one of the Hundreds, if you 
will, upon this Knight-Errantry ; but in caſe it ſhould 
fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome Counter- 
ſcarp, where we may die as we liv'd, in a Blaze. 
Ain. With all my heart; and we have liv'd juſtly, 
Archer; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our Fortunes, 
but that we have enjoy d em. e Rap 
Arch. Right; ſo much Pleaſure for ſo much Money; 
we have had our Penny-worths ; and had I Millions; T 


would go to the ſame Market again. O London, London 3 


well, we have had our ſhare, and let us he thankful : Paſt 
Pleaſures, for aught I know, are paſt, ſuch we are ſure 
of ; thoſe to come may diſappoint us. 
Aim. It has often griev'd the Heart of me, to ſee how 
fome inhuman Wretches murder their kind Fortunes; 
thoſe that by ſacrificing all to one Appetite, ſhall ſtarve 
all the ret—You ſhall have ſome that live only in theit 
Palates, and in their Senſe of Taſting ſhall drown the o- 
ther four. Others are only Epicuresin Appearance, ſuch 
who ſhall ſtarve their Nights to make a Figure a Days, 
and famiſh their own to feed the Eyes of others: A con- 
trary ſort confine their Pleaſures to the Dark, and con- 
tract their ſpacious Acres to the Circuit of a Muff firing 
Arch. Right; but they find the Indies in that Spot 
where they conſume em, and, I think, your kind 
Keepers have much the beſt on't ; for they indulge the 
molt Senſes by one Expence, there's the Seeing, Heat- 
ing, and Feeling, amply gratified; and ſome Philoſo- 
phers will tell you, that from ſuch a Commerce, their 
ariſes a fixth Senſe, that gives infinitely more Pleaſure 
than the other five put together, | 3 
Aim. And to pals to the other Extremity, of all 
Keepers, I think thoſe the workt that keep their Money. 


Ain. 
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Arch. Theſe are the moſt miſerable Wights in Being; 
they deſtroy the Rights of Nature, and diſappoint the 


Bleffings of Providence: Giye me a Man that keeps his 


five Senſes keen and bright as his Sword, that has em 
8 drawn out in the ir juſt Order and Strength, with 
his Reaſon, as Commander at the Head of em; that de- 
taches em by turns upon whatever Party of Pleaſure a- 
greeably offers, and commands em to retreat upon the 
leaſt Appearance of Diſadvantage, or Danger. For 
my part I can ſtick to my Bottle, while my Wine, my 
Company, and my Reaſon holds good: Ican be charm'd 
with Sappbe's Singing, without falling in love with her 
Face: I love Hunting, but would not, like Aden, be 
eaten up by my own Dogs; I love a fine Houſe, but let 
another keep it; and juſt ſo I love a fine Woman. 

Aim. In that laſt Particular you have the better of me. 

Arch. Ay, you're ſuch an amorous Puppy, that I'm 
afraid you'll ſpoil our Sport: you can't counterfeit the 
Paſſion without feeling it. 

Aim. Tho” the whining part be out of doors in Town, 
*tis ſtill in force with the Country Ladies. And let 
me tell you, Frank, the Fool in that Paſſion ſhall out- 
do the Knave at any time. g 

Arch. Well, I won't diſpute it now; you command 
for the Day, and fo I ſubmit; At Notting ban, 

ou know, I am to be Maſter. 

Aim. And at Lincoln, I again. 

Arch. Then at Norwich I mount, which, I think, 
Mall be eur laſt Stage; for, if we fail there, weill em- 
bark for Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome Mars, 

Aim. A Match! [Enter Boniface. ] Mum. 

Bon. What will your Worſhip pleaſe to have for 
Supper? A 
Ain. What have you got? 

Bon. Sir, we have a delicate piece of Beef in the 
Pot, and a Pig at the Fire. 

Aim. Good Supper-meat, I muſt con ſeſs 
can't eat Beef, Landlord. 

Arch. And I hate Pig. 


Ain. 
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Aim. Hold your prating, Sirrah ? Do you know who 
you are? | [ Afide. 

Bon. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe ; I have every 
thing in the Houſe. | 1 

Aim. Have you any Veal? 3 

Bon. Veal, Sir! we had a delicate Loin of Veal on 
Wedneſday laſt. - 

Aim. Have you got any Fiſh or Wiſd-fow! ? 

Bon. As for Fiſh, truly Sir, we are an inland Town, 
and indifferently provided with Fiſh, that's the truth 
on't; but then for Wild-foul ! We have a deli- 
cate couple of Rabbets. 

Aim. Get me the Rabbets fricaſſeed. 

Bon. Fricaſſeed ! Lard, Sir, they'll eat much better 
ſmother'd with Onions. 

Arch. Pſhaw ! Rot your Onions. 

Ain. Again, Sirrah! — Well, Landlord, what you 
pleaſe ; but hold, I have a ſmall Charge of Money, and 
our Houſe is ſo full of Strangers, that I believe it wy 
ſafer in your Cuſtody than mine; for when this Fel- 


low of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing: Here, 
Sirrah, reach me the ſtrong Box. 
Arch. Yes, Sir, 


this will give us Reputation. 


[Afide. Brings the Box. 
Aim. Here, Landlord, the Locks are ſealed down both 


for your Security and mine; it holds ſomewhat above 
Two hundred Pound; if you doubt it, I'll *count it to 
wu after Supper : but be ſure you lay it where I ma 
ve it at a Minute's warning; foe my Affairs are a little 
dubious at preſent ; perhaps I may be gone in half an 
Hour, perhaps I may be your Gueſt till the beſt part of 
that be ſpent; and pray order your Oſtler to keep 
Horſes ready ſaddled: But one thing above the reſt 1 
muſt beg, that you would let this Fellow have none of 
your Anne Domini, as you call it; for he's the 


moſt inſufferable Sot Here, Sirrah, light me-to 
my Chamber. ; ; ; 
Arch. Yes, Sir! [Exit, lighted by Archer, 


Bon, Cherry, Daughter Cherry. 


Enter. 
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Enter Cherry. | 


Chery. Dye call, Father? bo 
Ben. Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Bot for the 
Gentleman; *tis full of ** 1 
Cher. Money| all that Money ! why ſure, Father, 
the Gentleman comes to be choſen Parliament-man. 
Who is he? | | 
Ron. I don't know what to make of him: he talks of 
keeping his Horſes ready ſaddled, and of going perhaps 
at a minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps till the beſt 
part of this be ſpent. | : 
* Cher. Ay! ten to one, Father, he's a Highway-man, 
Bon. A Highway-man! upon my Life,Girl,you have 
kit it, and this Box is ſome new purchas'd Booty —— 
ow, could we find him out, the Money were ours, 
| Cher. He don't belong to our Gang. | 
Bon. What Horſes have they? 
Cher. The Maſter rides upon a Black; 
' Bon. A Black! ten to one the Man upom the black 
Mare; and ſince he don't belong to our Fraternity, we 
may betray him with a ſafe Conſcience ; I don't think 
it lawful to harbour any Rogues but my awn. Look'e, 
Child, as the Saying is, we muſt go cunningly to work.: 
Proofs we muſt have; the Gentleman's Servant loves 


Drink, 1'11 ply him that way; and ten to one he loves 


a Wench, you muſt work him t'other way. | 
Cher. Father, would- you have me give my Secret 
For his? 8 8 | 
Bon. Confider, Child, there's Two hundred Pound 
to Boot. [Ringing without.) Coming, coming 
Child, mind your Buſineſs. | 
Cher. What a Rogue is my Father! my Father! I 
deny it, My Mother was a good, generous, free- 
Hearted Woman, and I can't tell how far her good na- 
ture might have extended for the good of her Children.. 
This Landlord of mine, for I think I can call him no 
more, would betray his Gueſt, and debauch his Daugh- 
ter into the bargain—by a Footman too! 
Ye] Enter 
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Enter Aicher. 


Aim. What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy as 
to be the Subject of your Contemplation ? 

Cher. Whoever he i is, Friend, he'll be but little the 
better for't. | 

Arch. J hope ſo,for I'm ſure, you did not _ of me. 

Cher. Suppoſe I had? 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me ; for the 
minute I came in, I'was conſidering in v mn 
ſhould make Love to you. 

Cher. Love to me, Friend! 

Arch. Ves, Child. 

Cher., Child! Manners : If you 2 alittle. more 
diſtance, Friend, it would become you — 

Arth. Diſtance! good-night, Saucebox, [Going 

Cher. A Pretty Fellow; 1 like his Pride. Cary 
pray, Sir, you ſee, Sir, {Archer returns. ] I have the Cre- 
dit to be intruſted with your Maſter's Fortune here which 
ſets me a * above a: Footman; I hope, Sir, you 
a'n't affront . 

Arch. Let me look yen full in the Fare, and I'll tell 
you whether you can affront me or 0. — death 
Child, you have a pair of dellente 7 a you don t 
know what to do with em 

Cher. Why, Sir, dea t I fee every belly 9 fo 

Arch. Ay, but if ſome Women had 'em, they wou'd 
kill every body. Prithee intruſt me, I wou'd fain 
make Love to you, but I don't know what to fay. 

Cher, Why, did you never _ Love to any body 
before ? 

Arch. Never to a Perſon of 5-4 8 Lcan aſſure 
you, Madam; my Addreſſes hive been always confined 
to People within my own Sphere: Y never ApS fo 


high before. Arch 5 
er ax; 
But you laok 1 bri ght, 8 
And are dreſs'd fo inks, — * · 
That a Man wou'd ſtear you're right, 
* As Arm was cer laid aver. 


Such 
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Such an Air, 
. You freely wear 
To enſnare 


Ar makes each Gueſt s Lever: 


Since then, my Dear, Pm your Gueſt, 
Prithee give me of the beſt 2% 
O what is ready are: 
Since then my dear, &c. 


Cher. What can I think of this Man? [ {dz ] Will 
you give me that Song, Sir ? 
Arch. Ay, my Dear? take it while it is warm 
[Kites ber.] Death and Fire! ber Lips are Honey-combs! 
Cber. And I wiſh there had been a ſwarm of Bees 
too, to have ſtung you for your Impudence. 
Arch. There's a ſwarm of Cupids, my little Venus, 
that has done the Buſineſs much better. 2 2 
Cher. This Fellow is misbegotten as well as I. IT Aide.] 
What's your Name, Sir ? £41 
* Name! Tgad I have forgot it, [Aids.] Ob! 
tin. | 7 
Cher. Where were you born? 
Arch. In St. Martin's Pariſh. 

. Cher. What was your Father? 
Arch. Of —of—St. Martin's Pariſh. 
Cher. Then Friend, good-night. 
Arch. I hope not. 

Cher. You may depend upon't. 
Arch. Upon what? 

Cher. That you're very impudent. 
Arch. That you're very handſome. 

- Cher. That you're 2 Footman. 
Arch. That you're an Angel. 

Cher. I be rude. 
Arch. So thall I. 
Cher. Let po my Hand. 
Arch. Give me a Kiſs. 


Kue, ber: Bonitace call; without, Cherry, Cherry. 


X EN | | : 


8 


rry. 


Cher. 


0 . | ' 
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Cher, Im My Father calls; you plaguy Devil, 
how durſt you ſtop my Breath ſo? Offer to follow 
me one ſtep if you dare. 
Arch. A fair Challenge, by this Light; this is a 
etty fair Opening of an Adventure; but we are Knight- 
— and ſo Fortune be our Guide. [Exit. 


The END of the FIA r ACT. 


a0 T 

SceNE, A Gallery in Lady Bountifuls 
Houſe. © | 

Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. CE 

Dor. Orrow, my dear Siſter; are you for Church 


this Morning ? 

Mrs. Sul. Any where to pray ; for Heaven alone can 
help me: But 4 think, Dorinda, there's no Form of 
Prayer in the Liturgy againſt bad Husbands. 

Dor. But there's a Form of Law at Do&#ors-Common:s ; 
and I ſwear, Siſter $u//en, rather than ſee you thus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I would adviſe you to apply to 

hat: For, beſides the part that I bear in your vexatious 
Broils, as being Siſter to the Husband, and Friend tothe 
Wife, your Examples give me ſuch an Impreſſion of 
Matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to condemn my Perſon 
0 a long Vacation all its Life — But ſuppoſing, Madam 
hat you brought it to a Caſe of Separation, what can 


Pou urge againſt your Husband ? My Brother is, firſt, 


he moſt conſtant Man alive. 
Mrs. Sa“. The moſt conſtant Husband, I grant ye. 
Dor. He never ſleeps from you. 
Mrs. Sal. No, he always ſſeeps with me. | 
Dor. He allows you a Maintenance ſuitable to your 


( llity, 12 
Mrs. Suk 


— 
— — — re 
— — 
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Mrs. 8ul. A Maintenance do you take me, Madim, 
for an Hoſpital: Child, that I muſt fit down, and bleſs 
my Benefactors for Meat, Drink, and Clothes? As I 
take it, Madam, I brought your Brother ten thouſand 
Pounds, out of which I might expect ſome pretty things, 
called Pleaſures. .:. : / =o 21 
Dor. You ſhare in all the Pleaſures that the Country 
MA Taxi) ys; s Ls \ 

Mrs. Su/. Country Pleaſures ! Racks and Torments! 
Dofl think, Child, that my Limbs are made for leaping 
of Ditches, and clambring over Styles ; or that my Pa- 
rents, wiſely foreſeeing my 1 Happineſs in Countiy 
Pleaſures, had early inſtructed me in the ruralAccompliſh. 
ments of drinking fat Ale, playing at Whisk, and ſmoak- 
ing Tobacco with my Husbane J or of ſpreading of Plai. 


ſters, bre wing of Diet · drinks, and ſtilling of Roſemary- wa- 


ter, with the good old Gentle woman my Mother- in- law. 
Der. I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in out 
wer to divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our 
ntertainments were a little more polite, or your Taſtea 
little leſs refin'd ; But pray, Madam, how came the Po- 
ets and Philoſophefs, chat labout'd ſo much in hunting 
aſter Pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a Country Life? 
Mrs. $«/. Beeauſe they wanted Money, Child, to find 
out'the Pleaſures 'of the Town : Did you ever hear of a 
Poet or Philoſopher worth Ten thouſand Pound ? If you 
cin ſhew'me ſach a Man, III —IY fift Pound, you'll 
find him ſomewhere within the Weekly Bills. Not that I 
diſapprove rural Pleaſures as the Poets have painted them 
in their Landſchapesz every Phi//i; has her Corydon, ever 
murmuring Stream, and every flowing Mead gives fre 
Alarms to Love. ZBeſides, you'll find, that their 
Couples were never matry'd But yonder, 1 ſee 
my Corydon, and a ſweet Swain it is, Heaven knows 
Come, Dorinda, don't be angry, he's my. Husband, and 
yout Brother, and between both, is he not a ſad Brute? 
Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him; 
you're the beſt Judge. . 
Mrs. Sul. O Siſter, Siſter ! if ever you marry, beware 
of a ſullen, ſilent Sot, one that's always * 3 


— 
. 


Joi me; the Air may help you. 


thinks There's ſome Diverſion in a talking Block- 
bead, and fince, a, Woman maſt wear chains, I wou'd 
have the Pleaſure of hearing 'em rattle a liule..-— Now 
you ſhall ſee; but take this By the way, He came home - 
this Morning at his uſual Hour of Four, waken'd me 
out of a ſweet Dream of ſomething elſe, by tumbling 
over the Tea-Table, which he broke all to pieces ; after 
his Man and he had rowl'd about the Room, like fick 
Paſſengers in a Storm, he comes flounce into Bed, dead 
as a galmon into a Fiſhmonger's Basket; his Feet cold as 
Ice, his Breath hot as a Furnace, and his Hands and F | 
as greaſy as a Flannel Night-Cap—Oh 3 
Matrimony !— He toſſes up the Cloaths with 1 3s 
tous ſwing over his Shoulders, diſorders the whole Oe- 
conomy of my Bed, leaves me half naked, and my 
whole Night's Comfort is the tuneable Serenade of that 
wakeful Nightingale, his Noſe——O the th: fur of 
counting the melancholly Clock by a ſnquring usband! 
hat now, Siſter, you ſhall ſee how ſomely, be» 
ing a well-bred Man, he will beg my Pardon. 


boog 4-2 Enter Sullen. 5 
Sul. My Head akes conſumedly. 


Mrs. Su. Will you be pleaſed, my Dear, to drink Tes 


Ich us this Morning? it may do your Head good. 


Sul. 6 

Der. Coffee, Brother? 
S. Plhaw ! (L ] | 
Airs. $27. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to Church 


| 


7 FX I * | | ; ! 
e WE Enter Sctub. | es 
Seu, ri! | 
» $44, What Day oth' Week is this? 5 
154 | 771 an't pleaſe your r. 0 
ul. Sunday] bring me a Pas and, dy'e hear? ſet. 


a 

ext th Veniſon Paſty, and a Tankard of ſtrong Beer 

upon the Hall-Table, I'll go to Breakfaſt, 7 
| | on 
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Dor. Stay, ſtay, Brother, you ſhan't get off ſo; 
were very Ae laſt Night, and muſt make your Wik 
I eco. ; come, come, Brother, won't you ask Par. 
on? | | 
Sul. For what? 
Dor. For being drunk laſt night. 
Sul. J can afford it, can't I? 
Mrs. S«/. But I can't, Sir? 
Sul. Then you may let it alone. 

Mrs. 8“. But I muſt tell you, Sir, that this is not 
to be born, | 
Sul. I'm glad on't. 21 1 
Mrs: $«/. What is the reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me 
thus inhumanly ! * 

Sul. Scrub! 

Scrub. Sir! "a 

Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my Head. [ Fæit. Ina 

Mrs. 8“. Have a care of coming near his Temples, ne 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn ay 
the _ of your Razor. [Exit Scrub.] Inveterate Stu- Ile 
Pidity ! Did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a Spleenſiſ } 
as his ? O Siſter, Siſter ! I ſhall never ha' good of theſhf 
Beaſt till I get him to Town; London, dear London leit 
the place for managing and breaking a Husband. I 
Der. And has not « Husband the ſame Opportun ltie Ine, 

D 
N 
D 
M 


there for humbling a Wife ? 
Mrs. Sl. No, no, Child, tis a 


Dor, 
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ife averſe to ſuch Amuſements. 
u. Mrs. 8a. Well, Sifter,fince the Truth muſt out, ie may 
do as well now as hereafter ; I think, one way to rouze 
my lethargick, ſottiſh Husband, is to give him a Rival; 
Security begets Negligence in all People, and Men muſt 
be alarm'd to make 'em alert in their Duty : Women are 
like Pictures, of no value in the hands of a Fool, till 
he hears Men of Senſe bid high for the Purchaſe. g 
Dor. This might do, Siſter, if my Brother's Under- 
ſtanding were to be convine'd into a Paſſion for you: 
but, I believe, there's a natural Averſion of his fide, 
nd I fancy, Siſter, that you don't come much behind 
him,” if you dealt fairly, ', - 
Mrs. Cu“. T own it; we are united ContradiQions, Fire 
id Water. But I cou'd be contented, with a great 
nany other Wives, to humour the cenſorious Vulgar, 
nd give the World an Appearance of living well with 
ny Husband, cou'd I bring him but to diſlez a lit- 
e Kindneſs to keep me in countenance, ', 

Dor. But how do you know, Siſter, but that inſtead 
f rouzing your Hus by this Artifice to a (counter- 
eit Kindneſs, he ſhou'd awake in a real Fury? / 
Mrs. Sul. Let him: If I can't, entice him to the 
ne, I won'd provqke him to the other. 

Dor. But how muſt I behave myſelf between ye? 
Mrs. Sad. You muſt aſſiſt me. 1 

Dor. Dan Brother? 

Mrs. Sa“. He's but half a Brother, aud I'm your entire 
eediesFriend: It I ge 4 Step beyond the Bounds of Honour, 

ve ms; till then, I expe& you ſhou'd go along with 
e in every thing z while I truſt. my Honour in your 
lands, you may truſt your Brother's in mine —— The 
punt is to dine here to- dax. 
Dar. 'Tis a ſtrange thing, Siſter, that I can't like 
tat Man. iid 25929 0- Silt 0 4073) „ie I 2 
Mrs. Kl. You like nothing, your time ig not come; 
© and Death have their Fatalities, and ſtrike home 
e time ot another You'll pay for all one Day, I 


% 
4 4 4 L © + - — 
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"tis almoſt Church- time. N | "I 
N 1 25 Jag ENT 
ag meet sc N, e ler. 


WC Enter Aimwell dreſs, and * 

"Aim. And was ſhe the Daughter of the Houſe? 

\ Arch. The Landlord is ſo blind as to think fo 3'but 
are ſwear ſhe has better Blood-in her Veins. | 
"Mi. Why doſt'think (07: * WY 
Arb. Becauſe the Baggage tis n pert -f you 
Ret _ ay yo, keeps: A Makikby, me 1s troubl 


Aim. By which. Diſcoveries, 1 been that! you by 
t, Nor: yet "faith"; th Lady Sees herſelf & 
Art#h. Not yet, e i 
Forlooth, nothing under a Gentleman. 
Ain. Let me take her in hand. 
Arch. Say one word more o that, oy” yl declare 
ſelf , ſpoil your e there, and every where elſe; loc 
ye; Amel, 17 20 4 n in his own Sphere. 
Aim. Night: therefore you muſt pimp for you 1 


Maſter. 
- Arch. In the ufuil Forihs,good Sir, after I have ſer 
myſelf—But to our -Buſineſs—You are ſo well dreſs 


Tom, und make ſo handſome a Fig that T fancy b 
may do Execution in a Country Church j the erte 
Part ſtrikes firſt; and you're in the right to make d tl 
Imprefion'fivourable a 
nn. There's ſomething 10 ken which ar turn il 
Advantage: : The Appearanceof a Stranger in a Count V 
Church, drawe is many Gazers as & Wera Sur; u 
ſooner he comes into the Cathedral, but a Train of WI t! 
pers runs b 1 round the Congregation in a mom 6 
Whois he? Whenee comes he ? Do yon know hin 
——  T hen, I, Sir, tips me the Verger half a Crom m 


he pocket the Simony, and induQts me Ares the be 
Pew in the Church: pull out my Snuff- Box, turn n 
ſelf round, bow to the Bilkop; or or Dean) if he be il 
cdmmanding Officer; ſingle out a — rivet bes 
J 
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Eyes to hers, ſet my Noſe a bleeding by the Strengt, of 
Imagination, and ſhew the whole, Church my conchrn, 
by my engeavouring to hide it; after the Sermon,*the 
whole Town gives me to her for a Lover, and by perſua- 
ding the Lady that l am a dying for her, the Tables are 
turn'd, and ſhe in good earneſt falls in Love with me. 
Arch. There's nothing in this, Tem, without a Pre- 
cedent ; but inſtead of riveting your Eyes to a Beauty, 
try to fix em upon a Fortune; that's our Buſineſs at 
preſent. | Wu | 
Aim. Pſhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty without a 
Fortune. “Let me alone, for a Mark's-man. 
Arch. Tom! 22 | | 
Arch. When were you at Church before, pray ? 
Aim. Um ] was there at the Coronation. 
Arch. And how can you expect a Blefling by going 
to Church now ? 1 | 
Aim. Bleſling ! nay, Frank, I ask but for a Wife! 


* eta : | eur. 
Arch. Truly, the Man is not very unreaſonable in his 
Demands. .  ' [Exit at'the oppoſite Door. 


| Enter Boniface and Cherry. 

Bon. Well, Daughter, as the Saying is, have you 
brought Martix to confeſs ? | . 
.. Cher. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting any 
thing out,of-a Man; I'm, but young, you know, Father, 
and I don't underſtand Wheedling. 
turn i Bon. Young ! why you Jade, as the Saying is, can any 
won Woman wheedle that is not young? Your Mother was 
ar; uſeleſs at five and twenty! Wou'd you make your Mo- 
Wu thera Whore, and me a Cuckold, as the Saying is? I tell 
om te his Silence confeſſes it, and his Maſter ſpends his 


hin oney ſo freely, and is ſo much a Gentleman every 
oui manger of way, that he muſt be a Highway-man. 

— - t s e Gibbet in a Cloak. 

be il Gib. Landlord, Landlord, is the Coaſt clear? 


zoth off Box. O, Mr. Gibbet, what's the News? 
Fj | B Gis. 
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Gib, No matter, ask no Queſtions ; all fair and honour; 
able. Here my dear Cherry. (Give: her 4 Bap.)] Two 
bundred Sterling Pounds, as good as ever hang'd or ſav'd 
a Rogue; lay em by with the reſt : And here—Three 
Wedding——or Mourning Rings, 'tis much the ſame, 
vou know Here, two Silver-hilted Swords: I took 
thoſe from Fellows that never ſhew any part of their 
Swords but the Hilts: Here is a Diamond Necklace 
which the Lady hid in the private Place in the Coach, 
but I found it out. This Gold Watch I took from a Pawn- 
vroker's Wife ; it was left in her Hands by a Perſon of 
Quality, there's the Arms upon the Caſe. 

Cher. But who had you the Money from ? 

Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I pitied her From 2 
poor Lady juſt elop'd from her Husband, ſhe had made 
up her Cargo, and was bound for Jreland, as hard as ſhe 
cou'd drive; ſhe told me of her Husband's barbarous 
Uſage, and ſo faith I left her half a Crown. But I had 
almoſt forgot, my dear Cherry, I have a Preſent for you, 

Cher, What is't ? | 

Gib. A Pot of Ceruſe, my Child, that I took out of 
a Lady's Under-Petticoat Pocket, 2 

Cher. What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I paint? 

Gib, Why, you Jade, your Betters do ; I'm ſure the 
Lady that I took it from had a Cororet upon her Hand- 


kerchief, Here, take my Cloak, and go, ſecure the 
Pre miſſes. | 
Cyber. I will ſecure 'em. [Exit, 


Bon. But heark'e, where's Hounſlow and Bag but ? 

Gib. They'll be here to-night, ; 

Bon. Dye know of any other Gentleman o' the Pad 
on this Road ? 

Bon, I fancy that I have two that lodge in the Houſe 
juſt now. : 

Gi. The Devil! How d'ye ſmoak em? 

Bon. Why, the one is gone to Church, ; 

Gib. To Church! that's ſuſpicious, I muſt confeſs, 


Bon. 


:s. 


Ben. 
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Ben. And the other is now in his Maſter's Chamber; 
he pretends to be Servant to the other; we'll call him 
out and pump him a little. 

Gib. With all my heart. 

Bon. Mr. Martin! Mr. Martin! 


Enter Archer combing a Perrimig and ſinging. 


Gib. The Roads are conſumed deep; I'm as dirty as 
old Brentford at Chriſtmas A good pretty Fellow 
that 3 who's Servant are you, Friend? 

Arch. My Maſter's, 

Gib. Really 

Arch. Really. 

Gib. That's much——The Fellow has been at the 
Bar by his Evaſions ——But pray, Sir, what is your 
Maſter's Name ? 

Arch. Tall. all, dall; [Sings and combs the Perriwig] 


This is the moſt obſtinate Curl 
Gib. I ask you his Name:? , 
Arch. Name, Sir; — Tall, all, dall—I never ask'd 

his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now ? | 

Gib. Plain, plain; he talks now as if he were befo 
a Judge; But pray, Friend, which way does your Ma- 
ſter travel? | 

Arch. A Horſeback, 

Gib, Very well again, an old Offender right—But, 
I mean, does he go upwards or downwards ? 

Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir! Tall, all. 

Gib. I'm afraid thy Fate will be contrary way. 

Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch 
This Gentleman is only travelling towards Cheſter, and 
wou'd be glad of your Company, that's all—— Come, 
Captain, you'll ſtay to-night, I ſuppoſe; I'll ſhew you 
a Chamber Come, Captain, | 

Gib. Farewell, Friend 

Arch, Captain, your Servant Captain a pretty 
Fellow ! Sdeath, I wonder that the Officers of the Army 
don't cenſpir2 to beat all Scoundrels in Red but their 


own. 
B 2 Fute, 


— — 
— — 
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12. 
Enter Cherry. 


Cher. Gone, and Martie here! I hope he did not liſten; 
T wou'd have the Merit of the Diſcovery all my own 
becauſe I wou'd oblige him to love me. [ H/fde.] Mr. 
Martin, who was that Man with my Father? 

Arch. Some Recruiting Serjeant, or whipp'd out 
Trooper, I ſuppoſe. | 

Cher. All's ſafe, I find. [Afde. 

Arch. Come, my dear, have you conn'd over the 
Catechize I taught you laſt Night? | 

Cher. Come, queſtion me, 

Arch. What is Love? 

Cher. Love is I know not what, it comes I know not 
how, and goes I know not when. 

Arch. Very well; an apt Scholar. [Chucks ber under 
the Chin.] Where does Love enter ? 

Cher. Into the Eyes. | | 

Arch. And where go out? 

Cher. I won't tellyou. , © 

Arch. What are the Objects of that Paſſion? 

- Cher. Youth, Beauty, and clean Linnen. 

Arch. The Reaſon? 

Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable in Nature, and 
the third at Court. | 

Arch. That's my Dear ; What are the Signs and To- 
kens of that Paſſion ? | 

Cher. A ſtealing Look, a ſtammering Tongue, Words 
improbable, Deſigns impoſſible, and Actions impracti- 
cable. | | 

Arch. That's my good Child, kiſs me,——— What 
muſt a Lover do to obtain hi: Miſtreſs ? 

Cher. He muſt adore the Perſon that diſdains him, he 
mult bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, and 
court the Footman that laughs at him He muſt, 
he muſt . 5 

Arch, Nay, Child, I muſt whip you if you don't 


mind your Leſſon ; he muſt treat his 
Cher. O lay. He muſt treat his Enemies with ReſpeR, 
his Friends with Indifferenge, and all the World with 
| Con- 
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Contempt; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more; he 
muſt defire much, and hope little; in ſhort he muſt 
embrace his Ruin, and throw himfelf away. 

Arch. Had ever Man fo hopeful a Pupil as mine? 
Come, my Dear, why is Love call'd a Riddle ? 

Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee ; 
and tho' a Child, he governs a Man. 

vg Mighty well! And why is Love pictur d 
blind? 

Cher. Becauſe the Painters out of their Weakneſs or 
Privilege of their Art, choſe to hide thoſe Eyes they 
cou'd not draw, 

Arch. That's my dear little Scholar, kiſs me again. — 
And why ſhou'd Love, that's a Child, govern a Man ? 

Cher. Becauſe that a Child is the End of Love. 

Arch. And ſo ends Love's Catechiſm. 
my Dear, we'll go and make my Maſter's Bed. 

Cher. Hold, hold, Mr, Martin You have taken 
a great deal of Pains to inſtruct me, and what d'ye think 
] have learn'd by it. 

Arch. What? 

Cher. Tha your Diſcourſe and your Habit are Con- 
traditions, and it-wou'd be Nonſenſe in me to believe 
you a Footman any longer. 

Arch. Oons, what a Witch it is? 

- Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that Garb 
mall ever tempt me; for tho*.I was born to Servitude, 
J hate it: Own your Condition, ſwear you love 
me, and then 

Arch. And then we ſhall go make my Maſter's Bed. 

Cher. Yes. 

Arch. You muſt know tken, that I am born a Gentle- 


man; my Education was liberal, but I went to London 
a younger Brother, fell into the Hands of Sharpers, who! 


ſtript me of my Money, my Friends diſown'd me, and 
now my Neceflity brings me to what you ſee. 

Cher. Then take my Hand—promiſe to marry me 
before you ſleep, and I'll make you a Maſter 4 two 
thouſand Pounds, 

Arch. Howl 


And now., 


B 3 0 her. 


4 — 
— Pay 
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Cher. Two thouſand Pound that I have this Minute 
in my own Cuſtody ; ſo throw off your Livery this 
inſtant, and Tl] go find a Parſon. 

Arch. What ſaid you ? a Parſon ? 

Cher. What ! do you ſcruple ? 

Arch. Scruple! No, no; but—two thouſand Pound 
you ſay ? 

Cher. And better. 

A: th. Sdeath, what ſhall I do — hut heark'e, 
Child, what need you make me Maſter of your ſelf and 
Money, when you may have the ſame Pleaſure out of 
me, and ſtill keep your Fortune in your own Hands? 

Cher. Then you won't marry me ? | 

Arch. | wou'd marry you, but — 

Cher. O ſweet Sir, I'm your humble Servant, you're 
fairly caught : Wou'd you perſuade me that any Gentle- 
man who cou'd bear the Scandal of wearing a Livery, 
wou'd refuſe two thouſand Pound, let the Condition be 
what it wou'd—no, no, Sir, —but I hope you'll pardon 
the Freedoms I have taken, ſince it was only to inform 
my ſelf of the Reſpe& that I ought to pay you. Going. 

Arch. Fairly bit, by Jupiter Hold, Hold, and 
have you actually two thoutand Pounds ? 

Cher. Sir, I have my Secrets as well as you—when 
you pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free; and 
be affur'd that I have Diſcoveries that will match yours, 
be they what they will-——In the mean while, be ſatiſ- 
fied that no Diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt you ; but 
beware of my Father [ Exit. 

Arch. So—we're like to have as many Adventures in 
our Inn, as Don 2uixote had in his——let me ſee 
two thouſand Pounds ! If the Wench wou'd promife to 
die when the Money were ſpent, I'gad, one wou'd mar- 
ry her; but the Fortune may go off in a Year or two, 
and the Wife may live—Lord knows how long! Then 

an Inn-Keeper's — ; ay, that's the Devi 
there my Pride brings me off. 


For whatſo'er the Sages charge on Pride, 
The Angels Fall and twenty Faults befiat 3 
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On Earth, I'm ſure, mong us of mortal Calling, 
Pride ſaves Man oft, and Woman too from F i 
| xit, 


The END of the Sxzconyd Ar. 


ACT, III. 
Scenes Lady Bountiful's Houſe, 


Enter Mrs. Sullen, and Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. A, ha, ha, my dear Siſter, let me embrace 

thee ; now we are Friends indeed; for I 
ſhall have a Secret of yours, as a Pledge for mine 
now you'll be good for ſomething, I ſhall have you 
converſable in the Subjects of the Sex. 

Dor. But do you think that I am ſo weak as to fall 
in Love with a Fellow at firft fight ? | 

Mrs. Sal. Phaw now you ſpoil all; why ſhou'd not 
we be as free in our Friendſhips as the Men? I warrant 
you the Gentleman has got to his Confident already, 
has avow'd his Paſſion, toaſted your Health, call'd you 
ten thouſand Angels, has run over your Lips, Eyes, 
Neck, Shape, Air, and every thing, in a Deſcription 
that warms their Mirth to a ſecond Enjoyment. 

Dor. Your Hand, Siſter, I a'nt well. 

Mrs. Sul. 8o—ſhe's Breeding already - come, Child, 
up with it hem a little - ſo nov tell me, don't you 
like the Gentleman that we ſaw at Church juſt now ? 

Dor. The Man's well enough. 

Mrs, Sal. Well enough! Is he not a Demi-Gad, a 
Narciſſus, à Star, the Mani'the Moon? 

Dor. O Sifter, I'm extremely ill. | 

Mrs. zl. Shall 1 fend to your Mother, Child, for a 
little of her Cephilick Plaiſter to put to the Soles of your 
Feet? or ſhall I ſend to the Gentleman for ſomething 
for you ?:. Come, unlace your Stays, unboſome your 
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ſelf—the Man is perfe&ly a pretty Fellow, I ſaw him 
when he firſt came into Church. 

Dor. 1 ſaw him too, Siſter, and with an Air that 
ſhone, methought, like Rays about his Perſon. 

Mrs. Sz“. Well ſaid, up with it. 

Dor. No. forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to ſet 
him off, no ſtudied Looks, nor artful Poſture, —— but 
Nature did it all : 

Mrs. Sul. Better and better-—one Touch more-— 
come 

Dor. But then his Looks—did you obſerve his Eyes? 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, I did——his Eyes, well, what 
of his Eyes? 

Dor. Sprightly, but not wandring; they ſeem'd to 
view, but never gaz'd on any thing but me: and 
then his Looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo noble, that 
they aim'd totell me that he cou'd with Pride die at my 
Feet, tho' he ſcorn'd Slavery any where elle. 

Mrs. Sul. The Phyſick works purely How d'ye 
find your ſelf now, my Dear? | 

Der. Hem! Much better, my Dear—O, here comes 
our Mercury ! [Enter Scrub. ] Well, Scrub, what News 
of the Gentleman? 17 4 

Scrub. Madam, I have brought you a whole Pacquet 
of News. oj 

Dor. Open it quickly, come. ; 

Scrub. In the firſt place I requir'd who the Gentleman 
was? They told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, I ask'd 
what the Gentleman was? They anſwer'd and ſaid, That 


they never ſaw him before. Thirdly, I enquir'd what. 


Countryman he was? They replied, 'twas more than 
they knew. Fourthly, I demanded whence he came ? 
Their Anſwer was, they cou'd not tell. And Fifthly, I 


ask'd whither he went? And they replied, they knew 


nothing of the Matter. And this is all I cou'd learn. 
Mrs. Sul. But what do the People ſay ? Can't they 
gueſs? | 
Scrub. Why, ſome think he's a Spy, ſome gueſs he's 
a Myuntebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome another; but 
for my own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit. 


Dor. 


T1. toe. oe. I: ad 
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Dor. A Feſuit ! Why a Feſuit ? | 
Scrub. — he hedge fi Hortes always ready fad-. 

dled, and his Footman talks French. 

Mrs, S“. His Footman ! 

Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were gab- 
bering French like two Intriguing Ducks in a Mill- 
pond; and I believe they talk'd of me, for they 
laugh'd conſumedly. 

Dor. What ſort of Livery has the Footman ? 

Scrub. Livery! Lord, Madam, 1 took him for a Cap- 
tain, he's ſo bedizen'd with Lace, and then he has Tops 
to his Shoes, up to his mid Leg, a Silver-headed Cane 
dangling at his Knuckles—He carries his Hands in his 
Pockets, and walks juſt ſo—{[Walks in a French Air] 
and has a fine long Perriwig tied up in a Ba 
Lord, Madam, he's clear another fort of a Man than I. 

Mrs. Sul. That may eafily be——but what ſhall we 
do now, Siſter ? 5 

Dor. I have it———This Fellow has a World of 


Simplicity, and ſome Cunning; the fi; it hides the latter 
by abundance Scrub. 


Scrub. Madam. 

Dor. We have a great mind to know who this Gen- 
tleman is, only for our Satisfaction. ; 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, it wou'd be a Satisfaction, no 
doubt. 

Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his Foot- 
man, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your 
Ale; becauſe you're Butler to-day. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Seundey. 

Mrs. Sul. O brave Siſter! o, my Conſcience, you 
underſtand the Mathematicks already: "Tis the beſt 
Plot in the World; your Mother, you know, will be 
gone to Church, my Spouſe will be got to the We— 
houſe with his Scoundrels, and the Houſe will be our 
own ſo we drop in by accident, and ask the Fel- 
low ſome Queſtions our ſelves, In tbe Country, you 
know. any Stranger is Company, and we're glad to 
take up with the Butler in a Country. Dance, aud bap- 
py if he'll do us the Favour. adi. . 


B 5 Sarub. 
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Scrub. Oh! Madam, you 1 z I never refus'd 
your Ladyſhip the Favour in my Life. 


Enter Gipſey. 


Gip. Ladies, Dinner's upon the Table. 
Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your Waiting 00 
where we order'd you. 


 Scens changes to the Ins, 


Enter Aimwell and Archer. 


Arch. Well, Tom, I find you're a Markſman. 

An. A Markſman! who ſo blind cou'd be, as not 
diſcern a Swan among the Ravens! 

Arch. Well but heark'e, Aimzmwell. 

Aim. Aimcwell ! call me Oroondates, Ceſario, Amadir, 
all that Romance can ina Lover paint, and then II] an- 
ſwer. O Archer, I read her Thouſands in her Looks; 
me look'd like Ceres in her Harveſt ; Corn, Wine and 
Oil, Milk and Honey, Gardens, Groves, and purling 
Streams, play'd on her plenteous Face. 

Arch. Her Face ! her Pocket, you mean ; the Corn, 
Wine, and Oil, lies there. In ſhort, ſhe has ten thou- 
{and Pound, that's the Engliſp on't. 

Aim. Her Eyes- — 

. Arch. Are Demi-Cannons, to be ſure ; fo I won't 


ſtand their Battery. [Going. 


Aim. Pray excuſe me, my Paſſion muſt have Vent. 

Arch. Paſſion ! what a plague, d'ye think theſe Ro- 
mantick Airs will do our Buſineſs? Were my Temper 
as extravagant as yours, my Adventures have ſomething 
more Romantick by half. 


Aim. Your Adventures! 
Arch. Yes. 


The Nymph, that with her twice ten hundred Pounds, 
With brazen Engine hot, and Quoif clear ftarh'd, 
Can fire the Gueſt in warming of the 32. 

| There's 


mae =D ©. 03 


ot 


The BraUux STRATAGEM. 33 


There's a Touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the 
Subject but an Inn-keeper's Daughter : I can play with 
a Girl as an * — does with his Fiſh ; he keeps it at 
the End of his Line, runs it up the Stream, and down 
the Stream, till at laſt, he brings it to hand, tickles the 
Trout, and ſo whips it into his Basket. 


Enter Boniface. 


Bon. Mr. Martin, as the Saying is——yonder's an 
honeſt Fellow below, my Lady Bountiful's Butler, who 
begs the Honour- that you wou'd go home with him 
and ſee his Cellar. 

Arth. Do my Baſſemains to the Gentleman, and tell 
him I will do my ſelf the Honour to wait on him im- 
mediately, as the Saying is. 

Bon. I ſhall do your Worſhip's Commands, as the 
Saying is, [Exit 4970 ing obſequiouſiy. 

Aim. What do you hear? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair 
Toftida ſing ? 

Arch. Pſhaw! damn your Raptures ; I tell you here's 
a Pump going to be put into the Veſſel, and the Ship 
will get into Harbour, my Life on't. You ſay, there's 
another Lady very handſome there. 

Aim. Yes Faith. 

Arch. I'm in Love with her already, 

Aim. Can't you give me a Bill upon Cherry in the 
mean time ? | 

- Arch. No, no, Friend; all her Corn, Wine, and Oil, 
is ingroſs d to my Market. And once more I warn 
you, to keep your Anchorage clear of mine ; for if you 
fall foul of me, by this Light, you ſhall go to the bot- 
tom. What! make Prize of my little Frigate, 
While I am upon the Cruiſe for you! (Exit. 


Enter Boniface. 


Aim. Well, well, I won't. Landlord, have you 
any tolerable Company in the Houſe ? I don't cate for 
dining alone. 

Bon. Ves, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the Say- 
ing is, that arriv'd about an Hour ago, 1 

22 
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Aim, Gentlemen of his Coat are welcome every 
where: Will you make him a Compliment from me, 
and tell him I hou'd be glad of his Company? 

Bon. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou'd 

Aim. Ha! that Stroak was well thrown in 
I'm only a Traveller, like himſelf, and wou'd be glad 
of his Company; that's all. | 

Bon. I obey your Commands, as the Saying is. [Exit. 


Enter Archer. 


Arch. 'Sdeath! J had forgot: What Title will you 
give yourſelf ? 


Aim. My Brother's, to be ſure ; he wou'd never give 
me any thing elſe, ſo I'll make bold with his Honour 
this bout. You know the reſt of your Cye. 

Arch. Ay, ay. | A 1 

Enter Gibbet. 

Gib, Sir, I'm yours. 

Aim. "Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't know 
you. | 
Gib. I don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never ſaw 
me before I hope. [Aide 

Aim. And pray, Sir, how came I by the Honour of 
ſeeing you now? E | ] 

Gib. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman— 
but my Landlord 

Aim. O, Sir, I ask your Pardon; you're the Cap- 
win he told me of. wo x 

Gib. At your Service, Sir. 

Hin. What Regiment? may I be ſo bold? | 

Gib. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 

Aim. Very old, if your Coat be Regimental; [A/ids. 


Tou have ſerv'd abroad, Sir? 


Gib. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations; 'twas my Lot to be 
fent into the worſt Service; I wou'd have quitted it 
indeed, but a Man of Honour, you know —— Beſides, 
"twas for the good of my Country that I ſhou'd be a- 
broad: Any thing: for the goad of one's Country : 
w—— a Rzan tor that. | | 


Ain. 


foi 


b 


care, Sir, for anſwering Queſtions directly upon the Road 


. 
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Aim. One of the firſt, I'll lay my Life, ide. ] You 
found the Mes- Indies very hot, Sir. 7 

Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 

Aim, Pray, Sir, ha'n't I ſeen your Face at Vill 
Coffee-houſe ? drool 

Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too. 

Aim. And where is your Company now, Captain? 

Gib. They a'n't come yet. 

Aim, Why, d'ye expect em here? 

Gib, They'll be here to-night, Sir. 

Aim. Which way do they march? aq 

Gib. A-croſs the Country.—The Devil's in't, if F 
ha'n't ſaid enough to encourage him to declare—but 
I'm afraid he's not right; I muſt tack about. [AAſide. 

Aim. Is your Company to quarter at Litchfield ? 

Gib. In this Houſe, Sir. 

Aim. What! all? 

Gib. My Company's but thin, ha, ha, haz we are 
but three, ha, ha, ha. | 

Aim. You're merry, Sir. 

Gib. Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, I underſtand 
the World, eſpecially the Art of Travelling : I don't 


—for I generally ride with a Charge about me. 

Aim. Three or four, I believe. [ Afde. 

Gib. I am credibly inform'd that there are Highway- 
men upon this Quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect 
a Gentleman of your Figure—But truly, Sir, I have 
got ſuch a way of Evaſion upon the Road, that I don't 
care for ſpeaking Truth to any Man. 

Aim. Your Caution may be neceſſary——— Then I 
preſume you're no Captain. | 22-4 

Gib. Not I, Sir ;, Captain is a good travelling Name, 
and ſo I take it; it ſtops a great many fooliſh Enquiries 
that are generally made about Gentlemen that travel; it 
gives a Man an Air of ſomething, and makes the Draw- 
= eee thus far Pm a Captain, and no 

rther. 


Aim. And pray, Sir, what is your true Profeſſion? 
| a 
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Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me upon my 
Word, Sir, I don't think it ſaſe to tell ye. 

Aim. Ha, ha, ha, upon my word, I commend you. 
\ — 


Enter Boniface. 


Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the News? 

Bon. There's another Gentleman below, as the Say- 
ing is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be glad 
to make a third Man, if you wou'd give him leave. 

Aim. What is he? 

Bon. A Clergyman, as the Saying is. 

Ain. A Clergyman ! is he really a Clergyman ? or, 
is it only his travelling Name, as my Friend the Cap- 
tain has it? 

Ben. O, Sir, he's a Prieft, and a Chaplain to the French 
Officers in Town. 

Aim. Is he a Fremchman? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels. 

Gib. A Frenchman,and a Prieſt! I won't be ſeen in his 
Company, Sir; I have a value for my Reputation, Sir. 
Ain. Nay, but Captain, ſince we are by our ſelves 
— Can he ſpeak Engliſh, Landlord? | 
Bon. Very well, Sir ; you may know him, as the Say- 
ing is, to be a Foreigner by his Accent, and that's all. 
Aim. Then he has been in England before ? 

Bon. Never, Sir ; but he's a Maſter of Languages, as 
the Saying is; he talks Latin, it does me good to hear 
him talk Latin. | 

Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface ? 
Bon. Not I, Sir, as the ſaying is; but he talks it fo 
very faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt be good. 

Ain. Pray, deſire him to walk up. 

Bon. Here he is, as the Saying is. 


— 


Enter Foigard. 


Foig. Saave you, Gentlemens bote. 
Aim. A Frenchman ! Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 
Foig. Och, dear Joy, I am your moſt faithful Sher- 
vant, and yours alſho. 
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Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Engliſþ, but you 
have a mighty Twang of the Foreigner. . 
Foig. My Engliſh is very well for the vords, but we 
Foreigners, you know, cannot bring our Tongues about 

the Pronunciation ſo ſoon. 

Aim. A Foreigner! a downright Teague, by this 
Light, [4þde.} Were you born in France, Doctor? 

Foig. I was educated in France, but I was born at 
Bruſſels : I am a Subject of the King of Spain, Joy. 

Gib. What King of Spain, Sir? ſpeak. 

Foig. Upon my Shoal, Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 

Aim. Nay, Captain, that was too hard upon the 
Doctor, he is a Stranger. 

Foig. O let him alone, dear Joy, I am of a Nation 
that is not eaſily put out of Countenance. 

Aim. Come, Gentlemen, I'Il end the Diſpute—— 
Here, Landlord, is Dinner ready ? 

Bon. Upon the Table, as the Saying is. 

Aim. Gentlemen—pray—that Door 

Feig. No, no, fait, the Captain muſt lead. 

Aim. No, Doctor, the Church is our Guide, 

Gib. Ay, ay, ſo it i | 
Exit foremoſt, they follow. 


SC xn 8 changes to a Galleryin Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 


Enter Archer and Scrub ſinging, and hugging one another ; 
Scrub with a Tankard in his Hand, Gipſey /iftning at 


2 diſtance. 


Scrub. Fall, all. Dall—— Come, my dear Boy———— 


let us have that Song once more. | 
Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family: Bat will 
you be ſure to keep the Secret ? 
Scrub. Pho ! upon my Honour, as I'm a Gentleman. 
Arch. "Tis enough —You muſt know then, that my 
Maſter is the Lord Viſcount Ainmell; he fought a Duel 
t'other Day in London, wounded his Man ſo dangerouſly, 
that he thinks fic to withdraw till he hear whether the 
Gentleman's Wounds be mortal or not: He never was 
in 
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| in this part of Eng/and before, ſo he choſe to retire to x 
I! this Place, that's all. Per 
| Gib. And that's enough for me. | [Exit. d 
| | Scrub. And where were you when your Maſter fought? | dur 
1 Arch. We never know of our Maſters Quarrels, - Vo 
| Scrub. No! if our Maſters in the Country here re- . 
Il ceive a Challenge, the firſt thing they do is to tell their m 
Wives; the Wife tells the Servants, the Servants alarm d 
| the Tenants, and in half an Hour, you ſhall have the ber 
| whole Country up in Arms. feat 
| Arch. To hinder two Men from doing what they Ih 72» 
| have no mind for—But if you ſhould chance to talk now , 
| of this Buſineſs ? eve 
il Ser ub. Talk! ah, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack of 8 
| 1 tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long in a great — 

Wl} | amily. | 
| 1 - _ Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are Secrets in all Ix 
| amilies. | | | 

| | Scrub. Secrets, O Lud !—but I'll ſay no more a 
I] Come, fit down, we'll make an end of our Tankard : the 
Here ple 


{ = Arch. With all my Heart; who knows but you and the 
i | I may come to be better acquainted, eh—Here's your 

1 Ladies Health; you have three, I think, and to be ſure - 
1 there muſt be Secrets among 'em. 
1 5 2 Secrets! Ah! Friend, Friend, I wiſh I had a 
41 | fm 


1 Arch. Am not I your Friend? Come, you and I mn 
1 will be ſworn Brothers. A 1 
Scrub. Shall we? 1 

.. Arch. From this Minute — Gixe me a Kiſs-— ö 

And now Brother Scryb ————— *” e 


Scrub. And now Brother Martin, I will tell you a c 
Secret that will make your Hair ſtand an end—-You |? 
muſt know, that I am conſumedly in Love. * 
Arch. That's a terrible Secret, that's the Truth on't. 
Scrub. That Jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt now 
in the Cellar, is the arranteſt Whore that ever wore a p 
Petticoat ; ——['m dying for Love of her. 1 


5 Arch. 


<= r 
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Arch. Ha, ha, ha Are you in love with her 
Perſon, or her Virtue, Brother Scrub? 

Scrub. I ſhould like Virtue beſt, becauſe it is more 
durable than Beauty; for Virtue holds good with ſome 
Women long, and many a Day after they have loſt it. 

Arch. In the Country, I grant ye, where no Wo- 
man's Virtue is loſt, till a Baſtard be found. 

Scrub. Ay, could I bring her to a Baſtard, I ſhou'd have 
her all to my ſelf; but I dare not put it apon that Lay, for 
fear of being ſent for a Soldier Pray. Brother how do 
you Gentlemen in London like that ſame Preſſing At? 

Arch. Very ill, Brother, Scrab; — Tis the worſt that 
ever was made for us: Formerly I remember the 
good Days when we cou'd dun our Maſters for our 
Wages, and if they refus'd to pay us, we cou'd have a 
Warrant to carry 'em before a Juſtice ; but now if we 
talk of eating, they have a Warrant for us, and carry 
us before three Juſtices. ; ke: 

Scrub. And to be ſure we go if we talk of eating: for 
the Juſtices won't give their own Servants a bad Exam- 
ple. Now this is my Misfortune—1 dare not (peak in 
the Houſe while that Jade, Gipſey, dings about like a 
Fury ——Once l had the better end of the Staff. 

Arch, And how comes the Change now ? | 

Scrub, Why the Mother of all this Miſchief is a Prieſt. 

Arch, A Prieſt! | wars 

Scrub. Ay, a damn'd Son of a Whore of Baby/on, that 
came over hither to ſay Grace to the French Officers, 
and eat up our Proviſions—There's not a Day goes over 
his Head without a Dinner or Supper in this Houſe. 

Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the Family ? 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Eng liſp is if he had liv'd here 
all his Life, and tells Lyes as if he had been a Traveller 
from his Cradle. 

Arch. And this Prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted the 
Affections of your Gip/ey. | 

derub. Converted! ay, and perverted, my dear Friend 
For, I'm afraid, he has made her a Whore and a 
Papiſt—Bat this is not all ; there's the French Count he 

8. 


fo The BraAUux STRATAGEM:; 


Mrs. Sul/en, they're in the Confederacy, and for ſome 
private Ends of their own too, to be ſure. 

Arch. A very hopeful Family yours, Brother Scrub; 
1 ſuppoſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover too. 

Scrub. Not that I know—She's the beſt on em, that's 
the truth on't : But they take care to prevent my Curio. 
ſity, by giving me ſo much Bufineſs, that I'm a perfe& 
Slave—What do Fw think is my Place in this Family 


Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 
Scrub. Ab, Lord help you I'll tell you——Of ; 
Monday Idrive the Coach, of a Tueſday drive the Plough, 


on Wedneſday I follow the Hounds, a Thurſday I dun 
the Tenants, on Friday go to Market, on Saturday | 
draw Warrants, and a Sunday draw Beer. ' 
Arch, Ha! ha! ha! If Variety be a Pleaſure in Life, 
you have enough on't, my dear Brother But what 
Ladies are thoſe ? ] 
Serub. Ours, ours; that upon the right Hand is Mrs, 
Sullen, the other is Mrs, Dorinda. Don't mind em, 
ſit ſtill, Man 


Enter Mrs. Sillen and Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. T have heard my Brother talk of my Lord 
— but they fay that his Brother is the finer Gen- 
eman. | 
Dor. That's impoflible; Siſter. 
Mrs. S2“. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe, they ſay. 
Dor. No matter for chat; If I can creep into his Heart, 
Tl open his Breaſt, I warrant him: I have heard ſay, 
that People may be gueſs'd at by the Behaviour of their 
Servants, I could wiſh we might talk to that Fellow. 
Mrs. Sul. So do I; for I think he's a very pretty Fel- 
__ Come this way, I'll throw a Lure for him pre- 
ently. | 
[They walk a turs towards the oppoſite fide of tb 
Stage, Mrs. Sullen drops her Fan; Archer run, 
fakes it up, and gives it her. ; 
Arch. Corn, Wine, and Oil indeed——But, I think, 
the Wife has the greateſt Plenty of Fleſh and _ : wy 
| ou 
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ſhou'd be my Choice——Ay, ay, ſay you ſo- Madam 
Your Lady ſhip's Fan. 

Mrs. Ful. O Sir, I thank you—— What a handſome 
Bow the Fellow made! 

Dor. Bow! Why, I have known ſeveral Footmen come 
down from London, ſet up here for Dancing-Maſters, 
and carry off the beſt Fortunes in the 3 

Arch. [ Afde.) That Project, for aught Vknow, had 
Brother Scrab, why don't 


been better than ours 
you introduce me ? 

Scrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange Gentleman's Servant 
that you ſaw at Church to-day ; I underſtood he came 
from London, and ſo I invited him to the Cellar, that he 
might ſhew me the neweſt Flouriſh in wketting my 
Knives. | 

Dor. And I hope you have made much of him? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, but the Streagth of your La- 
dyſhip's Liquor is a little too potent for the Conſtitution 
of your humble Servant, 

rs Sal. What then you don't uſually drink Ale? 

Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant Drink is Tea, or a 
little Wine and Water; 'tis preſcrib'd me by the Phy- 
ficians for a Remedy againſt the Spleen. 

Scrub. Ola! Ola!—A Footman have the Spleen, — 

Mrs. Sz/. I thought that Diſtemper had been only 
proper to People of Quality, 

Arch. Madam, like all other Faſhions it wears out, 
and ſo deſcends to their Servants ; tho” in a great many 
of us, I believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy 
[& in the Blood, occaſion'd by the Stagnation of 

ages. | 

Dor. How affectedly the Fellow talks! How 
long, pray, have you ſerv'd your preſent Maſter ? 

Arch. Not long; my Life has been moſtly ſpent in 
the Service of the Ladies. | 

Mrs. Su“. And pray which Service do you like beft ? 

Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay beſt ; the Honour of 
ſerving them is ſufficient Wages : thete is a Charm in 
their Looks that delivers a Pleaſure with their Com- 
mands, and gives our Duty the Wings of Inclination. 

Mrs. 


— 
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Mrs. Sul. That Flight was above the Pitch of a Li- 
very; and Sir, wou'd not you be ſatisfied to ſerve a 

y again ? | | 

Arch. As Groom of the Chambers, Madam, but not 
as a Footman, 

Mrs. $21. I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as Footman before? 

Arch. For that Reaſon I would not ſerve in that 
Poſt again; for my Memory is too weak for the Load 
of Meſſages that the Ladies lay upon their Servants in 
London : My Lady Howd'ye, the laſt Miſtreſs I ſerv'd, 
call'd me up one Morning, and told me, Martin, go to 
my Lady Alluigbt with my humble Service; tell her ! 
was to wait on her Ladyſhip yeſterday, and left word 
with Mrs. Rebecca, that the Preliminaries of the Affair 
ſhe knows of, are ſtopt till we know the Concurrence 
of the Perſon that I know of, for which there are 
Circumſtances wanting, which we ſhall accommodate 
at the old Place ; but that in the mean time there is a 
Perſon about her Ladyſhip. that from ſeveral Hints and 
Surmiſes, was acceſſary at a certain time to the Diſap- 
13238 that naturally attend things, that to her 


wedge are of more Importance 
rs. 


Dor. _ 4 Ha, ha, where are you going, Sir? 
Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done The whole 
Howd'ye was about half an Hour long.; ſo happen'd 
to miſplace two Syllables, and was turn'd off, and ren- 
der'd incapable. 

Dor. The pleaſanteſt Fellow, Siſter, I ever ſaw — 
But, Friend, if your Maſter be married, I preſume 
you {till ſerve a Lady, 

Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into 
a married Family; the Commands of the Mafter and 
Miſtreſs are always ſo contrary, that 'tis impoſſible to 
pleaſe both. — 

Dor. There's a main Point gain'd, My Lord 
is not married, I find, - [Afae. 

Mrs. Sul. But I wonder, Friend, that in ſo many good 
Services, you had not a better Proviſion made for you. 


Arch, 


B 
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Arch. I don't know how, Madam, —I had aLieute- 
nancy offer'd me three or four times; but that is not 
Bread, Madam Il live much better as I do. 

Scru/, Madam he fings rare ly I was thought to 
do pretty well here in the Country till he came; but 
alack-a ay, I'm nothing to my Brother Martin. 

Dor. Does he? Pray, Sir, will you oblige us with 
a Song? 

Arch. Are you for Paſſion or Humour? 

Scrub. O la! He has the pureſt Ballad about a Trifle. 

Mrs. Sel. A Trifle ! Pray, Sir, let's have it. 

Arch. I'm aſham'd to offer you a Trifle, Madam : 
But ſince you command me 


[Sings to the Tune of Sir Simon the King, 


| A trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended, &c. 


Mrs. Sa. Very well, Sir, we are obliged to o.] A 

Something for a Pair of Gloves, ———- 
[- + [Offering him Money. 

Arch. I humbly beg leave to be excuſed : My Mafter, 
Madam, pays me; nor dare I take Money from any o- 
ther Hands, without injuring his Honour, and diſo- 
beying his Commands. | [Exit. 

Dor. This is ſurprizing: Did you ever ſee fo pretty 
a well-bred Fellow ? 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil take him for wearing that Li- 
very. . 
Dow. T fancy, Siſter, he may be ſome Gentleman, a 
Friend of my Lord's, that his Lordſhip has pitch'd up- 
on for his. Courage, Fidelity, and Diſcretion, to bear 
him Company in this Dreſs, and who ten to one was 
his Second, | 

Mrs. Sul. It is ſo, it muſt be ſo, and it ſhall be fo 
For I like him. 

Dor. What! better than the Count ? 

Mrs: Sa“. The Count happen'd to be the muſt agree- 
able Man upon the Place; and ſo I choſe him to ſerve 


44 The BAUXSTRATACEM. 
me in my Defign upon my Husband-— But I ſhou'd 
like this Fellow better in a Deſign upon my ſelf. 

Dor. But now, Siſter, for an Interview with this 
Lord, and this Gentleman ; how ſhall we bring that 

out? 

Mrs. Sul. Patience! you Country Ladies give no Quar- 
ter, if once you be enter d! Wou'd you prevent 
their Deſires, and mY the Fellows no wiſhing time— 
Look'e, Dorinda, if my Lord Aimwel! loves you, or de- 
ſerves you, he'll find a Way to ſee you, and there we 
muſt leave it My Buſineſs comes now upon the 
Tapis————have you prepar'd your Brother? 

Dor. Yes, yes, 

Mrs. Su“. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to him- 
ſelf, and promis'd to be guided by me: But here he 


Enter Sullen. 


Sul. What Singing was that I heard juſt now? 

Mrs. Sul. The Singing in your Head, my Dear, 
you complain'd of it all Day. 

Sul. You're impertinent. 

Mrs. Sa. I was ever ſo, fince I became one Fleſh 
with you. 

gul. One Fleſh! rather two Carcaſſes join'd unna- 
turally together. 

a * Sul. Or rather a living Soul coupled to a dead 
y. 
- Dor. So, this is fine Encouragement for me! 

Sul. Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you muſt do 
Mrs, Sul. And my Husband ſhews you what you 
muſt ſuffer. 8 | 

Sul. *Sdeath why can't you be filent ? 

Mrs. Sul. 'Sdeath why can't you talk? 

Sal. Do you talk to any purpoſe ? 

Mrs. Sal. Do you think to any purpoſe ? - 

Sul. Siſter, heark'e¶ V biſpers. ] I ſhan't be home 
till it be late. 
Mrs. Sx/, What did he whiſper to you? 5 

ar. 


ar, 


irs 
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Dor. That he would go tound the back way, come 
to the Cloſet, and liſten as I directed him But let 
e beg once more, dear Siſter, to drop this Project; for, 
told you before, inſtead of awaking him to Kind- 
ſs, you may provoke him to Rage; and then who 
nows how far his Brutality may carry him? 
Mrs. Su. I'm provided to receive him, I warrant 
ou: But here comes the Count; vaniſh. 


[Exit Dorinda, 
Enter Count Be/lair. 


Don't you wonder, Monſieur le Count, that I was not at 
hurch this Afternoon ? 

Count. I more wonder, Madam, that you go dere at 
ll, or how you dare lift thoſe Eyes to Heaven that are 
evilty of ſo much killing. 

Mrs. Sal. If Heaven, Sir, bas given to my Eyes the 
Power of killing, with the Virtue of making a Cure, I 
hope the one may attone for the other. 

Count. O largely, Madam, wou'd your Ladyſhip be as 
ready to apply the Remedy, as to give the Wound 
Conſider, Madam, I am donbly a Priſoner ; firſt to the 
Arms of your General, then to your more conquering Eyes ; 
my fir/t 2 Bains are eaſy ; there a Ranſom may redeem me; 
but from your Fetters I never ſhall get free. 

Mrs Sul. Alas, Sir! Why ſhould you complain to me 
of your Captivity, who am in Chains myſelf ? You know, 
Sir, that I am bound, nay, muſt be tied up in that Par- 
ticular that might give you Eaſe : I am like you, a Pri- 
foner of War ———of War indeed—T have given my 
Parole of Honour ; would you break yours te gain your 
Liberty ? 


mn. * To 4 


— * — 


* This Scene printed in 7:a/ich, with the entire Part 
of the Count, was cut out by the Author, after the firſt 
Night's Repreſentation ; and where he ſhou'd enter 
in the laſt Scene of the firſt. Act, it is added to the Par; 


of Foigard. | | 
Count 
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die Place Here will I fix ; [ Kneels.] with Tear: 
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Count. Meſ certainly I wou'd, were I Pri ſeoner « 
mong the Turks; disis your Caſe, you're a Slave, Ma 
dam, Slave to the worſt of Turks; a Husband. 
Mei. Sul. There lies my Foible, I confeſs ; no Fortific 
"tions, no Courage, Conduct, nor Vigilancy, can pretend i 
defend a Place, where the Cruelty of the Governor for; 
the Gariſon to mutiny. a 
Count. And where de Befieger it reſolvd to die befw 


Vows, and Prayers, aſſault your Heart, and never rij 
till you ſurrender ; or if I muſt ſtorm —— Love a 
St. Michael and ſo I begin the Attack 
Mrs. Sul. Stand of Sure he hears me not; 
and con d almoſt wiſh be did not The Fel. 
low makes Love very prettily. [Aſide.] But, Sir, wh 
ſhould you put ſuch a Value upon my Perſon, when yu 
fee it deſpis'd by one that knows it Jo much better ? 
Count. He knows it not, tho" he poſſeſſes it; if be by 
neto the Value of the Jewel he is Maſter of, he wail 
always wear it next his Heart, and fleep with it in hi; 
Arms. 
Mei. Sul. But fince he throws me unregarded fron 
bim 
Count. And one that knows your Value well, com: 
by, and takes you up, is it not Fuſtice ? 
| Goes to lay hold of he: 


Enter Sullen with his Sword drawn, 
Sul. Hold, Villain, hold. 
Me. Sul. [Preſenting a Piſtol.] Do you bold. 
Pp Sul. What ! Murther your Husband, to defend you! 
ully ? | 
rs. Sul. Bully] For ſhame, Mr. Sullen, Bullies wear 
long Swords, the Gentleman has none; he's a Priſoner, 


« you know—HT was aware of your Outrage, and prepar' 


this to receive your Violence; and if occaſion were, ti 

preſerve my ſelf againſt the Force of this other Genth: 

man. 

Count. O Madam, your Eyes be better Fire-arms that 

your Pill; they never miſs, 85 
| ul. 


— 


The BEAUX STRATAGEM, 47 

Sal. What ! court my Wife to my Face 

Mr.. Sul. Pray Mr. Sullen, put up, ſuſpend your 
Fury for a Minute. / 

Sul. Togive time to invent an Excuſe. 

Mrs. Sal. I need none. 

Sul. No, for I heard every Syllable of your Diſcourſe. 

Count. Ah ! and begar, / tink de Dialogue was vera 

retty. » 
F Mrs. Sul. Then, I ſuppoſe, Sir, you hea rd ſomething 
of your own Barbarity. 

gal. Barbarity ! Oons, what does the Woman call Bar- 
barity® Do I ever meddle with you ? 

75. Sul. No. 

Sul. A, for you, Sir, I ſhall take another time. 

Count. Ab, hegar, ſo muff J. 

Sul. Look'e, Madam, don't think that my Anger pro- 
ceedi from any contern I have for your Honor, but for 
my own ; and if you can contrive any way of being 4 

hore with out making me a Cuckold, do it and welcome. 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, I thank you kindly; you toon d allow 
me the Sin, but rob me Wi the Pleaſure.— No, no, I'm 
reſoly'd never to venture upon the Crime, without the 
Sati faction of ſeeing you puniſb d for't. 

Sal. Then will you grant me this, my Dear ? Let any 
body elſe do you the Favour but that Frenchman, fer I 
mortally bate his whole Generation. [ Exit. 
Count. Ab, Sir, that be ungreatful; for begar, I love 
ſome of yours : Madam 

Mrs. Sul. No, Sir 

Count. Ns, Sir {———————Garzoon, Madam, I am 
not your Husband. 

Mrs. Sul. 'Tis time to undeceive you, Sir ;—T believ'd 
your Addreſſes to me were no more than an Amuſement, 
and I bope you will think the ſame of my Complaiſante 3 
and to convince you that you ought, you muſt know, that 
I brought you hither only to make you Inſtrumental in 
ſetting me right with my Husband ; for he was planted 
ts inen by my Appointment ? 

Count. By your -Appointmes.t ? 

Mrs. Sul. Certainly. 
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Count. And fo, Madam, while I was telling twenty 
Stories to part you from your Huiband, begar, 1 was 
bringing you together all the while. | 
Mrs. Sul. I 4 your Pardon; Sir ; but I hope this will 
give you a Taſle of the Virtue of the Engliſh Ladies. 
Count. Begar, Madam, your Virtue be vera great, 
but Garzoon, your Honeſte be vera little. 


Enter Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. Nay, now you're angry, Sir. 
Count. Angry ! Fair Dorinda, f ings fair Dorinda the 
Opera Tune, and addreſſes to Derinda.] Madam, when 
your Ladyſhip wants a Fool, ſend for me : Fair Dorinda, 
Revenge, &c. [Exit. 
Mrs. Sul. There goes the true Humour of his Nation, 
Reſentment with good Manners, and the Height of Anger 
in a Seng Well, Siſter, you muſt be Fudge, for you 
have heard the Trial. 

Dor. And I bring in my Brother guilty. 

Mrs. Sul. But I muſt bear the Puniſbhment——'Tis 
hard, Siſter. | 

Dor. I own it—but you muſt have Patience. 

Mrs. Sul. Patience] The Cant of Cuſtom —Providente 
ſends no Evil without a Remedy———fhou'd I liegroaning 
under a Dal I can ſhake off, Twere acceſſary to my Ruin, 
and my Patience were no better than Self- Murder. 

Dor. But how can you ſhake off the Yoke 


Your 


Divorce. | ; 
Mr.. Sul. Law ! What Law can ſearch into theremote 
Abyſs of Nature? what Evidence can prove the unac- 
countable Diſaffe tions of Wedlock . Can a Fury ſun 
up the endleſs Averſions that are rooted in our Soul, or 
tan a Bench give Judgment upon Antipathies ? | 
Dor. They never pretended, Sifter 3 they never meddle, 
but in caſe of Uncleanne/s. 
. Mrs. Sal. Uncleanneſs ! O Sifter ! Caſual Violation is 
a tranſient Injury, and may poſſibly be repair'd; but can 
radical Hatred: be ever recontiPd No, no, Siſter, Na- 
ture is the firſt Lawgiver, and when ſhe has ſet Tempers 
| | | oppoſite, 


Diviſions don't come within the Reach of the Lac, for a 


6 
1 


oppoſite, not all the Golden Links of Wedlock, nor Tron 
Manacles of Law, can keep em faſt. 


- Wedlock we own ordain'd by Heaven's 
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But ſuch as Heav'n ordain'd it firſt to be; 
Concurring Tempers in the Man and Wife, 

As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life. 

View all the Works of Providence above, 

The Stars with Harmony and Concord move: 
View all the Works of Providence below, | 
The Fire, the Water, Earth, and Air we know, 3 
All in one Plant agree to make it grow. 
Muſt Man, the chiefeſt Work of Art Divine, 

Be doom'd in endleſs Diſcord to repine ? 

No, we ſhou'd injure Heav'n by that Surmiſe ; 
Omnipotence is juſt, were Man but wiſe. 


The END ff the Tump Act. 
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SCENE continues, 


6 21 34 Enter Mr.. Sullen. 
Mrs. Sul. E RE I born an humble Turi, where 
7 Women have no Soul nor Property, 
there I muſt fit contented. — But in England, a 


Country whoſe Women are its Glory, muſt Women be 
abus'd? Where Women rule, muſt Women beenſlay'd ? 
Nay, cheated into Slayery ? mock'd by a Promiſe of 
comfortable Society into a Wilderneſs of Solitude? 


I dare not keep the Thought about me. — 0! here 
comes ſomething to divert me 


Enter a Country Woman. 


om. I come a'n't pleaſe your Ladyſhipe _ 
my Lady Bountiful, a'n't ye 7 CY your 
2 


Mre. 


' « 
2 
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Mrs. Sul. Well, good Woman, go on. 

Mom. I come ſeventeen: long Mail ta have a Cure 
for my Husband's ſore Leg. | 

Mes. Sul Your Husband I what, Woman, cure your 
Husband ! Ina N bat 6 387 ; 

mom. Ay, poor Man, for his fore Leg won't let him 
ſtir from home. | , 

Mrs. Sul, There, I confeſs you have given me a 
Reaſon.- Well. good Woman, I'll tell you what you 
muſt do——You muſt lay your Husband's Leg upon a 
Table, and with a Chopping knife you muſt lay it 
open as broad as you can, then-you muſt take out the 
Bone, and beat the Fleſh ſoundly with a Rolling-pin, 
then take Salt, Peper, Cloves, Mace, and Ginger, ſome 
Sweet-herbs, and ſeaſon. it very well; then roll it up 
like Brawn, and put it into the Oven for two Hours. 

Vom. Heaven reward your Ladyſhip——T have two 
little Babies too that are piteous bad with the Graips, 
a'n't pleaſe ye. | 

Mrs. Sul. Put a little Pepper and Salt in their Bellies, 

ood Woman. [Eater Lady Bountiful.} I beg your 

ady ſhip's Pardon for taking your Buſineſs out of your 
Hands, I have been à tampering here a little with one 
of your Patients. 

. Boun. Come, good Woman, don't mind this mad 
Creature; I am the Perſon that you want, I ſuppoſe— 
What wou'd you have, Woman ? 

Mrs. Su. She wants ſomething” for her Husband's 
lore Leg. eee EE WAS JOY Fa. 

L. Bount. What's the matter with his Leg, Goody ? 
Mom. It come firſt, as one might ſay, with a fort of 
Dizzineſs in his Foot, then. he had a kind of L:zineſs 
in his Joints, and then his Leg broke out, and then it 
ſwell'd, and then it.clos'd again, and then it broke out 
again, and then ic feſter'd, and then it grew better, and 
then it grew worſe again. | 

Mrs. Sl. Ha, ha, bal W 

L. Beunt. How can you be merry with the Misfor- 
; kupes of gther People ? 


OY Mrs. 7“ 


Sa. 2. 
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Mrs. Sul. Becauſe my own make me ſad, Madam. 
L. Bount. The worſt Reaſon in the World, Daughter; 
your own Misfortunes ſhou'd teach you to pity others. 
Mrs. Sl. But the Woman's Misfortunes and mine, 
are nothing alike; her Husband is fick,. and mine 
alas f js in Health. ein | 
L. Bount. What! wou'd you, wiſh your Husband fick? 
Mrs. Su]. Not of a ſore Leg, of all things. 
L. Bount. Well, good Woman, go to the Pantry, get 
your Belly full of Vieuals, then I'll give you a Receipt 
of Diet-Drink for your Husband 
Goody, you muſt not let your Husband move too much. 
Mon. No, no, Madam; the poor Man's inclinable 
enough to lie ſtill. | 7 
L. Bount. Well, Daughter Sullen, tho' you laugh, 1 
have done Miracles about the Country here with my 
Receipts: W | 
Mrs. Su]. Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any 
body ; but, I believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes 
farther toward the Miracle than your Preſcription. 
L. Bount. Fancy helps in ſome Caſes ; but there's 
our Husband, who has, as little Fancy as any body, f 
| ovght him from Death's Door. | Hg 
Mrs. Cal. L ſuppoſe, Madam, you made him drink 
plentifully of Aſs's Mük. | 


Enter Dorinda, runs 4e Mrs Sullen. 
Dor. News, dear Siſter, News, News! 


1 bs Enter Archer, running. 
Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful ? 


% 


Pray which is the old Lady of you three? 
L. Bount. Lam. N 


_ Arch. O. Madam the Fame of your Ladyſhip's Chi- 
rity, Goodneſs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability, have 
drawn me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's Help in 


behalf of my unfortunate Maſter, who is this Moment 
breathing his laſt, 


E32 L. Bount. 


ut d'ye hear, 


— - - 
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L. Boun. Your Maſter! Where is he? | 
Arch. At your Gate, Madam, drawn by the Ap- 
arance of your handſome Honſe to view it nearer, and 
walking up the Avenue within five Paces of the Court- 
Yard, he was taken fill of a ſudden with a ſort of I 
know not what ; but down he fell, and there he lies. 
L. Boun. _-_ Scrub, Gipſey, all run, get my Eaſy- 
Chair down Stairs, put the Gentleman in it, and bring 
kim in quickly, quickly. | 
Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this 
Charitable Act. r r N 
L. Bern. Is your Maſter us'd to theſe Fits! 
Arch. O Yes, Madam, ' frequently l bave known 
Him have five or fix of a Night. - _—» | 
L. Boun. What's his Name? 1 
Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minute's Care 
er Neglect may fave or deſtroy his Life. 
L Boun. Ah, poor Gentleman ! Come, Friend, ſhew 
me the way 3 I'll ſee him brought in my ſelf. | 
[Exit with Archer. 
Dor. O, Siſter, my Heart flutters about ſtrangely; I 
can hardly forbear running to his Aﬀiftance, 
Mrs Sz“. And Tl lay my Life he deferves your A 
fiſtance more than he wants it? Did not I tell you. that 
my Lord wou'd find a way to come at you? Love's 
his Diſtemper, and you muſt be the Phyficlah ; put on 
all your Charms, ſummon all your Fire into your Eyes, 
lant the whole Artillery of your Looks againſt his 
Breaſt, and down with him. 0 
Dor. O, Siſter; I'm but a young Gunner, I ſhall be 
afraid to ſhoot, for fear the Piece ſhou'd recoil, and 
hurt my ſelf. _ E ben I: 2. 
Mrs. Sul. Never fear ; you ſhall ſee me ſhoot beſore 
you, if you will. dE . 
Dor. No, no, dear Siſter, you have miſs d your 
Mark ſo unfortunately, that I ſhan't care for being in- 
fructed by you. 


Enter 
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Enter Aimwell in a Chair, carried by Archer andScrub, 
Lady Bountiful, Gipſey. Aimwell counterfeiting 4 
Stoson. i 
L. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the Hartſhorn Drops 

Gipſey, a Glaſs of fair Water, his Fit's very ſtrong.— 

Bleſs me, how his Hands are clinch'd ! 
Arch. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do ? why don't 

{ou help us ? Pray, Madam, [To Dorinda. ] take 

is Hand and open it, if you can, whilſt I hold his 

Head. Dorinda takes his Hand. 
Dor. Poor Gentleman ———Oh——he has got my 

Hind within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully. 
L. Boun. Tis the Violence of his Convulſion, Child. 

- Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs'd in theſe 

Caſes he'll bite you, if you don't have a care. 
Dor. Oh, my Hand! my Hand! 

L. Boun. What's the matter with the fooliſh Girl +I 
have got his Hand open, you ſee, with a great deal of 
Ezſe. 

Arch. Ay, but, Madam, your Daughter's Hand is 
ſomewhat warmer than your Ladyſhip's, and the Heat 
of it draws the Force of the Spirits that way, | 

Mrs. Sul. I find, Friend, you're very learned in theſe 
fort of Fits. 

Arch. Tis no wonder, Midam, for I'm often trou- 
bled with them my ſelf ; I find my ſelf extremely ill 
at this minute. [ Looking hard at Mrs. Sullen. 

Mrs. Szl. [Aide] I fancy I cou'd find a way to cure 

ou. 

: L. Brun. His Fit holds him very long. 

Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam :—Pray, young 
Lidy, open his Breaſt and give him Air. 

L. Boun. Where did his Illneſs take him firſt, pray ? 

Arch. To-day at Church, Madam. 

L. Benn. In what manner was he taken? 
. Arch. Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was of a ſudden 


touch'd with ſomething in his Eyes, which at the firlt 
he only felt, but cou'd not tell whether 'rwas Pain or 


C 4 L. Boun. 


Pleaſure, 
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IL. Bount. Wind, nothing but Wind. " 
Arch. By ſoft Degrees it grew and mounted to his 
Brain, there his Fancy caught it; there ſorm'd it ſo 
beautiful, and dreſs'd it up in ſuch gay plezhng Colours, 
that his tranſported Appetite ſeiz'd the fair Idea, and 
ſtraight convey'd it to his Heart. That hoſpitable Seat 
of Life ſent all its ſanguine Spirits forth to meet it, and 
open'd all its fluicy Gates to take the Stranger in. 
I. Bount. Your Maſter ſhou'd never go without a 
Bottle to ſmell t9-——Oh ! he recovers——-the 


| Lavender-Water=— ſome Feathers to burn under his 


Noſe—— Hungary water to rub his Temples-——O, 

he comes to himſelf. Hem a little, Sir, hem ——— 

Gip/ey, bring the Cordial- water. 
[Aimwell ſeems to awake in amaze, 

Dor. How do you do, Sir ? 

Aim. Where am Il? Riſing. 
Sure I have paſs'd the Gulph of Silent Death, 
And now am landed on the EAM Shore 
Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, 

Fair Proſer pine let me adore thy bright Divinity. 

[ Kneels to Dorinda, and kiſſes ber Hand. 

ew. Sul. So, ſo, ſo, I knew where the Fit would 
end. 

Aim. EFurydice, perhaps ———— 

How could thy Orpheus keep his Word, 

And not look back upon thee ? | 

No Treaſure but thy ſelf could ſure have brib'd him 
To look one Minute off thee. | 

L. Bount. Delirious, poor Gentleman. 

Arch. Very delirious, Madam, very delirious. 

Aim. Martin's Voice, I think. 

Arch. Yes, my Lord—How does your Lordſhip ? 

L. Bount. Lord! did you mind that, Girls? 

Aim. WhereamT? 

Arch. In very good Hands, Sir —— You were taken 

Juſt now with one of your old Fits, under the Trees, 


Juſt by this good Lady's Houſe ; her Ladyſhip had you 
taken in, and has miraculouſly brought you to your 


ſelf, as you ſee 


Aim 
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Aim. T am ſo confounded with ſhame, Madam, that 
I can now only beg Pardon And refer my 
Acknowledgment for your Ladyſhip's Care, till an Op- 
portuniy offers of making ſome amends I dare 
be no longer troubleſome——— Martin, give two 
Guineas to the Servants. 

Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon into 
the Air ; you don't look, Sir, as if you were perfettly 
recover'd. - | 

Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful in Dumb-ſpero. 

Aim. That I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent 
Illneſs is ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to 
my Grave, 

Mrs. Sul. Don't deſpair, Sir; I have known ſeveral in 
your Diſtemper ſhake it off with a Fortnight's Phyſick. 

L. Bount. Come, Sir, your Servant has been telling: 
me that you're apt to relapſe if you go intg the Air— 
Your good Manners ſhan't get the better of ours—Yow 
ſhall fit down again, Sir: Come, Sir, we don't mind 
Ceremonies-in the Country——Here,, Sir, my Service 
N K- ſhall taſte my Water ; 'tis a Cordial. I can 
aſſure you, and of my own making—Drink it off, Sir: 
[Aimwell drinks.JAnd how d'ye find your ſelf now, Sir? 

Aim. Somewhat J very faint ſtill. 

L. Bount. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe- 
Fits. Come, Gin, you ſhall ſhew the Gentleman the 
Houſe ; tis but an old Family Building, Sir; but yow 
had better walk about, and cool by degrees, than ven- 
ture immediately into the Air—— You'll find ſome to- 
lerable Pictures. Dorinda, ſhew the Gentleman the: 
way. [Exit.] T muſt go to the poor Woman. below. 
Dor. This way, Sir. 

Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my Servant to 
wait on you, for he underſtands Pictures very well. 

Mrs. sul. Sir, we underſtand Originals as well as he 
does Pictures, ſo he may come along. 

[Ex. Dor. Mrs. Sul. Aim. Arch. Aim. lead Dore. 


Enter Foigard and Scrub, meeting, 
Foig. Saave you, — Scrub. | 
» 3 
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Serub. Sir, I won't be ſav'd your way——1 hate a 
Prieſt, I abhor the French, and I defy the Devil 
Sir, I'm a bold Briton, and will 2 the laſt drop of 
my Blood to keep out Popery and Slavery, 

Faig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in poli- 
ticks, and ſo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. Gip/ey, 

Scrub. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her ; 
he's ſick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe's———-dead 
two Months ago, Sir. 

Enter Gipſey. | 

Gip. How now, Impudence ! How dare you talk ſo 
faucily to the Doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill; for 
the Common People of England are not fo civil to 
Strangers, 28ĩ5 — 

Scrub. You lye, you lye ;—'tis the common People, 
fuch as you are, that are civilleſt to Strangers. 

Gip. Sirrah, I have a good mind to Get you 
out, I fay.. : 

Scrub. I won't. 

Gip. You wo'n't, Savce-box———Pray, Doctor, what 
5s the Captain's Name that came to your Inn laſt Night? 

Scrub. The Captain! ah, the Devil, rere ſhe hampers 
me again ;+-the Captain has me on one fide and the Prieft 
on t'dther :—So between the Gown and Sword, I have 
a fine time on't- But, Cedant arma tegæ. [Going. 

Gip. What, Sirrah, won't you march? 

Scrub. No, my Dear, I wo'n't march 
walk :- And I'll make bold to liſten alittle too. 

[Goes behind the Side. Scene, and liftens. 
Gip. Indeed, Doctor. the Count has been barbarouſiy 
treated, that's the truth ont. 


Hig. Ab, Mrs. Gipſey, upon my Shoul, now Gra, his 


Complainings wou'd mollify the Marrow in your Bones, 
and. move the Bowels of your Commiſſeration : he 


veeps, and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, and 


he laughs, and he ſtamps, and he ſings: In concluſion, 


Jpy,. he's afflicted, 4 Ja Francois, and a Stranger wou'd 


not know whider. to cry, or to laugh with him. 
Gip. What wou d you: have: me do, Doctor? * 
. 


but III 
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Pig. Noting, Joy, but only hide the Count in Mrs, 
$41len's Cloſe t, when it is dark. 

Gip. Nothing! Is that nothing ? It wou'd be both a 
Sin and a Shame, Doctor. 

Foig. Here is twenty Lewidores, Joy, for your Shame, 
and I will give yon an Abſolution for the Shin. 

Gip. But won't that Money look like a Bribe ? 

Fiig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it—If you 
receive the Money before-hand *twill be Logic? a Bribe; 
— if you ſtay till afterwards, *twill be only a Gratifica- 

on. 

Gip. Well, Doctor, I'll take it Logics. um But what 
muſt I do with my Conſcience, Sir ? 

Fig. Leave dat with me, Joy; I am your Prieſt, 
Gra, and your Conſcience is under my Hands. 

Gip. But ſhou'd I put the Count into the Cloſet— 

Foig. Vell, is dere any Shin for a Man's being in a 
Cloſhet? one may go to Prayers in a Cloſhet. 

Gip. Bat if the Lady ſhou'd come into her Chamber 
and go to Bed? 

Foig. Vell, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed, Joy? 

Gip. Ay, but if the Parties ſhou'd meet, Doctor? 

Foig. Vell den——the Parties muſt be reſponſible. 
Do you be gone, after putting the Count in the Clo- 
ſet, and leave the Shins wid themſelves I will come 
with the Count to inſtruct you in your Chamber. 
| oh Well, Doctor, your Religion is ſo pure—methinks 
I'm ſo eaſy after an Abſolution, and can fin afreſh with 
ſo much Security, that I'm reſolv'd to die a Martyr to't. 
Here's the Key of the Garden-door ; come in the 
back-way, when tis late I'll be ready to receive 
yon ; but don't ſo much as whiſper,. only take hold of 
my Hand: I'll lead you, and do you lead the Count, 


and follow ms. [Exennt. 


Enter Scrub; 


Scrub. What Witchcraft now have theſe two Imps 
of the Devil been a hatching here There's twen- 
ty Lewidores ; I heard that, and ſaw the Purſe ; But I 


muſt give room to my Betters. 


Enter 
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Enter Aimwell, leading Dorinda, and making Love in 


Dumb ſpew. Mrs. Sul. and Archer. 


—_— Sul. Pray, Sir, [To Archer.] how d'ye like that 
iece ? 
Arch. O, "tis Leda.—— You find, Madam, how Ju- 
piter came diſguis'd to make Love 
Mrs. Su/. But what think you there of Alexander's 
Battels ? 
Arch. We want only a Le Brus, Madam, to draw 
reater Battels, and a greater General of our n 
he Danube, Madam, wou'd make a greater Figure in 
a Picture than the Granicus ; and we have our Ramellies 
to match their Arbe/a. 


Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, what Head is that in the Cor- 
ner there? 

Arch. O, Madam, 'tis poor Ovid in his Exile. 

Mrs. Sal. What was he baniſh'd for ? : 

Arch. His ambitious Love, Madam, [ Bowing.] His 
Misfortune touches me. 

Mrs. Sul. Was he ſucceſsful in his Amour? 

Arch. There he has left us in the dark He was 
too much a Gentleman to tell. 

Mrs. Cu“. If he were ſecret, I pity him. 

Arch. And, if he were ſucceſsful I envy him. 

Mrs. Sal. How d'ye likethat Venus over the Chimney? 

Arch. Venus ! I proteſt, Madam, I took it for your 
Picture, but now I look again, tis not handſome enough. 

Mrs. Su“. Oh, what a Charm is Flattery ! if you wou'd 
Tee my Picture, theze it is, over that Cabinet How 
d'ye like it? 

Arch. I muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has the 
leaſt Reſemblance of you But methinks, Madam, 
—— He looks at the Picture and Mrs. Sullen, three or 
four times, by turns.) Pray, Madam, who drew it? 

Mrs. Sul. A famous Hand, Str. 

| Here Aimwell and Dorinda go of: 

Arch. A famous Hand, Madam! Your Eyes, in- 

deed, are featur'd there ; but where's the ſparkling Moi- 
Lure, ſhining Fluid, in which they ſwim? The Picture, 


Ine 
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indeed has your Dimples ; but where's the Swarm of 
killing _—_— that ſhould ambuſh there? The Lips too 
are figur'd out ; but where's the Carnation Dew, the 
pouting Ripeneſs that tempts the Taſte in the-Original? 

Mrs. SJ. Had it been my Lot to have match'd with 

ſuch a Man! = [ Afide. 
Arch. Your Breaſts too ; preſumptuons Man ! what! 
int Heaven! Apropo. Madam, in the ny next Picture 
s Sal/moneus, that was ſtruck dead with * ſor 
offering to A Thunder ; I hope you ſerv'd 
the Painter ſo, Madam. | 

Mrs. Sa“. Had my Eyes the Power of Thunder, they 
ſhou' employ their Lightning better. . 

Arch. There's the fineft Bed in that Room, Madam ? 
I ſuppoſe 'tis your Ladyſhip's Bed Chamber? 

Mrs. Sul. And what then, Sir? 

Arch. I think the Quilt is the richeſt that ever Iſaw. 
I can't at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the 
22 of the Embroidery : Will you give me leave, 

dam? 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil take his Impudence Sure, if I 
gave him an Opportunity, he durſt not offer it—T have 
a great mind to try [ Going. Returns. TSdeath, what 
am I doing? And alone too |—— Siſter, Siſter! 

Arch. I'll follow her cloſe 


For where a Frenchman durſt attempt to florm, 
A Briton, ſure, may well the Work perform. [ Going. 


Enter Scrub. 


Scrub. Martin, Brother Martin. 

Arch. O Brother Scrub, I beg your Pardon, I was not 
a going: Here's a Guinea my Mafter order'd you. 

Scrub. A Guinea ! hi' hi, hi, a Guinea !——by this 
Light it is a Guinea ; but J ſuppoſe you expect one 
and twenty Shillings in Change. | 
Arch. Not at all; I have another for Gipfey: | 
Scr. A Guinea for her! Fire and Faggot for the Witch. 


ir, give me that Guinea, and I'll diſcover a Plot. 
Arch. A Plot! | 


Scrub, 
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Scrub. Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horrid Plot—-Firſt, it muſt 
be a Plot becauſe there's a Woman in't: Secondly, it 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's a Prieſt in't ; Thirdly, it 
muſt be a Plot, becauſe there's French Gold in't: And 
Fourthly, it muſt be a Plot, becauſe I don't know what 
to make on't. | 

' Arch, Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, Brother Scrub. 

Scrub. Truly I'm afraid ſo too; for where there's a 
Prieſt and a Woman,there's always a Myſtery and a Rid- 
dle.——This I know, that there has #954 the Doctor 
with a Temptation in one hand, and an Abſolution in the 
other, and Gip/ey has ſold herſelf to the Devil; I ſaw the 
Price paid down, my Eyes ſhall take their Oath on't. 

Arch. And is all this Buſtle about Gip/ey ? 

Scrub. That's not all; I cou'd hear but a Word here 
and there; but I remember they mention'd a Count, a 
Cloſet, a Back-door, and a Key. 

Arch.The Count! Did you hear nothing of Mrs. Su/len 2 

Scrub. I did hear ſome Word that ſounded that way ; 

ut whether it was Sz//z# or Dorinda, J cou'd not 
diſtinguiſh. | | 

-  Frcb. You have told this matter to nobody, Brother? 
Scrub. Told | No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm re- 
ſolv'd never to ſpeak one Word, pro nor con, till we 
have a Peace. 

Arch. You're i'th* right, Brother Scrub; here's a 
Treaty a-foot between the Count and the Lady. 
Tne Prieſt and the Chamber - Maid are Plenipotentiaries: 
It ſhall go hard, but I find a way to be included 
in the Treaty. Where's the Doctor now? 

Scrub. He and Gipſey are this moment devouring my 

Lady's Marmalade in the Cloſet. 

Aim. ¶ Frors without.) Martin ! Martin ! 

Arch. F come, Sir, I come. 

Scr. Zut you forget the other Guinea, Brother Martin. 

Arch. Here I give it with all my Heart. 

Scrub. And I take it with all my Soul. [Exeunt ſeve- 
rally.) T'cod, I'll ſpoil your Plotting, Mrs. Gip/ey ; and 
if you ſhou d ſet the Captain upon me, theſe two Gui- 
neas will buy me off. 4 


Enten 
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Enter Mr. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 


Mrs. Sul. Well, Siſter. 
Dar. And well, Siſter. 
Mrs. Sul. What's become of my Lord? 

Dor. What's become of his Seryant ? 

Mrs. SJ. Servant! He's a prettier Fellow, and a ſiner 
Gentleman by fifty degrees than his Maſter. 

Dor. O' my Conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 
Fellow at the Gallows-foot. 

Mrs. Sul. O' my Conſcience I cou'd, provided I cou'd 
put a Friend of yours in his room ? 

Dor. You deſit'd me, Siſter, to leave you, when you 
tranſgreſs'd the Bounds of Honour. 

Mrs. Sul. Thou dear cenſorious Country- Girl 
What doſt mean? You' can't think of the Man with- 
out the Bedfellow, I find. ; 

Dor. I don't find any thingunnatural in that Thought; 
while the Mind is converſant with Fleſh and Blood, it 
muſt conform to the Humours of the Company. 
Mrs. Sul. How a little Love and Converſation im- 
prove a Woman Why, Child, you begin to live 
you never ſpoke before. | | 

Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to before: My Lord 
has told me, that I have more Wit and Beauty than any 
of my Sex; and truly I begin tothink the Man is fincere. 

Mrs. Sz/, You're in the right, Dorinda; Pride is the 
Life of a Woman, and Flattery is our daily Bread ; and 
ſhe's a Fool that won't believe a Man there, as much as 
the that believes him in any thing elſe—But III lay you 
a Guinea,that I had figer things ſaid to me than you had. 

Dor. Done—W hat did your Fellow ſay to ye? 

Mrs. Sul. My Fellow took the Picture of Venus for 

mine. 
Dor. But my Lover took me for Venus her ſelf, 

Mrs. $z/. Common Cant! Had my Spark call'd me 
a Venut directly. I ſhou'd have believ'd him a Madman 
in good earneſt. | 

Dor. But my Lover was upon his Knees to me. 
wn 092 AE 06-1519 9908 2s Tigrom-09 106, 
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Dor, Mine vow'd to die for me. 

Mrs. Sul. Mine ſwore to die with me. 

Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. 

Mrs. Sul. Ay, ay, mine had his moving things tos. 

Dor. Mine rid my Hand ten thouſand times. 

Mrs. Sal. Mine has all that Pleafure to come. 

Dor. Mine ofter'd Marriage. | 

Mrs. $u/. O Lard! D'ye call that a moving thing ? 

Dor. The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quiver, my dear Siſter; 
— Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie brooding 
here this ſeven Years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome 
ill natur'd Clown like yours ;—— Whereas, if I marry 
my Lord Aimtvell, there will be Title, Place and Prece- 
dence,the Park,the Play,and the Drawing-Room,Splen- 
dor. Equipage, Noiſe, and Flambeaux.— Hey, my Lady 


 AimwelPs Servants there——Lights, Lights to the 


Stairs—— My Lady Ainwell's Coach; put forward---- 
Stand by ; make room for her Ladyſhip. Are not 
theſe things moving? What ! melancholy of a ſudden? 

Mrs. Sul. Happy, happy Siſter! your Angel has been 
watchful for your Happineſs, whilſt mine has flept re- 
gardleſs of his Charge—Long ſmiling Years of circling 


Joys for you, but not one Hour for me [Weeps. 


Dor. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of ſomething elle. 

Mrs. $4/. O Dorinda, I own my ſelf a Woman full of 
my Sex, a gentle, generous Soul, —eaſy and yielding 
to ſoft Defire; a ſpacious Heart, where Love and all 
his Train might lodge: And muſt the fair Apartment of 
my Breaft be made a Stable for a Brute to he in? 

Dor. Meaning your Husband, I ſuppoſe? 

Mrs. Sal. Husband ! No, —Even Husband is too ſoft 


2 Name for him But come, I expect my Brother here 
- to-night or to-morrow ; he was abroad when my Father 


married me; perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy. 
Dor. Will you promiſe not to make your ſelf eaſy in 
the mean time with my Lord's Friend ? mn 
Mrs. Sul. You miſtake me. Siſter—It happens with 
us, as among the Men, the greateſt Talkers are the greateſt 
Cowards; and there's a Reaſon for it; thoſe Spirits 
are ſpent in Prattle, which might do more * if 
1 7 
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they took another Courſe———Tho, to confeſs the 
Truth, I do love that Fellow And if I met him 
dreſt as he ſhould be, and I undreſt as I ſhould be 
Look'e, Siſter, I have no ſupernatural Gifts! I 
can't ſwear I cou'd reſiſt the Temptation, tho' I 
can ſafely promiſe to avoid it ; and that's as much as 
the beſt of us can do. [Exeunt. 


Enter Aimwell and Archer /aughing. 
Arch. And the awkard Kindneſs of the good Mother- 


ly old Gentlewoman ——— ' 

Aim. And the coming Eafineſs of the young one— 
'Sdeath, 'tis pity to deceive her. 

Arch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe Principles, ſtop 
where you are. 

Aim. I can't ſtop; for I love her to diſtraction. 

Arch. death, if you love her a Hair's-breadth be- 
yond Diſcretion, you muſt go no farther. 

Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaun- 
tering away our idle Evenings at White's, Tom's, ot 
Will's, and be ſtinted to bare looking at our old Ac- 
quaintance, the Cards, becauſe our impotent Pockets 
can't afford us a Guinea for the Mercenary Drabs. 

Arch. Or be obliged to ſome Purſe-proud Coxcomb 
for a ſcandalous Bottle, where we muſt not pretend to 
our ſhare of the Diſcourſe, becauſe we can't pay our 
Club o'th* Reckoning Damn it, I bad rather 
ſpunge upon Morris, and ſup upon a Diſh of Bohea 
ſcor'd behind the Door. 

Aim. And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talking 
Criticiſms, as we ſhou'd our want of Money by railing 
at the Government. 

Arch. Or be obliged to ſneak into the Side-box, and 
between both Houſes ſteal two Acts of a Play; and be- 
cauſe we ha'n't Money to ſee the other three, we come 
away diſcontented, and damn the whole five. | 

Aim. And ten thouſand raſcally Tricks 
we out-liv'd our Fortunes among our Acquaintance.— 
But NOW —— 

a Arck. 
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Areb. Ay, now is the time to prevent all this—Strike 
while the Iron is hot This Prieſt is the luck ieſt part 
of our Adventure ; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for me, 
Ain. But I ſhould not like a Woman that can be ff 
fond of a Frenchman. 

Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceflity has no Law ; the Lady 
may. be in Diſtreſs; perhaps ſhe has a confounded Hul 
band, and her Revenge may carry her farther than her 
Love—Egad, I have ſo good an Opinion of her, and of 
myſelf, that I begin to fancy ſtrange things ; and we 
muſt ſay this for the Honour of our Women, and in. 
deed of ourſelves, that they do ſtick to their Men, a: 
they do to their Magna Charta If the Plot lies as 
I ſuſpet—T muſt put on the Gentleman—— But here 
comes the Doctor: I ſhall be ready, 


Enter Foigard. 


Feig. Saave you, noble Friend. 
Aim. O Sir, your Servant: Pray, Doctor, may! 
erave your Name? 
Fig. Fat Naam is upon me? My Naam is Foigard, Joy. 
Aim. Foigard ! A very good Name for a Clergyman: 
Pray, Doctor Foigerd, were you ever in Ireland ? 
Fig. Ireland ! No, Joy—Fat fort of Plaace is dat 
faam Jre/and p dey ſay de People are catch'd dere when © 
dey are young. 
Aim, And ſome of em here when they're old ;—as ſer, 
for Example——{Take; Foigard 2 the Geller. ] Sir, I Foi 
arreſt you as a Traytor againſt the Government; you're cho, 
a Subject of England, and this Morning ſhew'd me a 
Commiſfion by which you ſerv'd as Chaplain in the 
French Army : This is Death by our Law, and your 
Reverenee muſt hang for't. | 
' Foig. Upon my ſhoul, noble Friend, dis is ſtrange 
—_—_ to <q me, Fader * a Subject of 1 / 
e Son of -a Bargomaſter of Bruſſeli a Subject of Ex- 


Aim. The Son of 2 Bog-trotter in Treland; Sir, 
your Tongue will condemn you before any Bench in 
the Kingdom. "y 


— 
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ite Foig. And is my Tongue all your Evidenſh, Joy? 
Aim. That's enough. 
Fig. No, no, Joy, for I will never ſpeak Eng/ifþ no 
more. a ; , 
Aim. Sir, I have other Evidence Here, Martin, 


dy you know this Fellow. 
- | Enter Archer. | 
5 Arch. [In a Brogue.) Siave you, my dear Cuſſen 


we ow does your Health? | 5 
in- Foig- Ah! Upon my ſhoul dere is my Countryman, 
a: and his Brogue will hang mine [ Afde.]Mynheer, 1k wet 
2% watt hey acht, Ic Univerſiin ewe neat, ſacramant- 
ere Ain. Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this Fel- 
ow knows your Perſon, and will ſwear to your Face. 
Foig. Faaſh! Fey, is dere a Brogue upon my Faaſh too? 
Arch. Upon my Soulyation dere iſh Joy But, 
Cuſſen Maclſbane, vil you nou put a Remembrance 
upon me. | 5 
y IN, Feig. Mackſbant ! By St. Patrick, dat iſh my Naame 


hure enough. *  _ i 
oY. Aim. I fa Archer, you have it. pu 
n: Foig. The Devil hang you, Joy—By fat Acquain- 
tance are you my Cuſſen? *' © | 
au Arch. O, de Devil —— ſhelf, Joy ; you know 
ien Ide were little Boys togeder upon de School, and your 
Foſter-Moder's Son was married upon my Nurſe's Chi- 
Itter, Joy, and ſo we are 7riſþ Cuſſens. | 
| Foig. De Devil taake de Relation] Vel, Joy, and fat 
e School was it? | 
21 Arch; I think it was—— Aay——'twas Tipperary« 
he Feig. Now, upon my-Shoul, it was Ki/kenny. 
ur _ Ain. That's enough for us Self-confeſſion——— 
Come, Sir, -we muſt deliver you into the Hand of the 
ge Next Magiſtrate. 
21/8 cb. He ſends you to Goal, you're tried next 
- Aſizes, . and away you go ſwing into Purgatory. 
Feig. And is it fo wid you, Cuſſen? 
Arch. It vil be ſo wid you, Cuſſen, if you don't im- 
mediately -confels the Secret between you mn 
. : Ae 


A. A » — . ů Q 


1 ä 


mily—-Vel, den, there is nothing. Shentlemens, by 


the Matter to the Count ? 
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Gipſty— Look'e, Sir, the Gallows or the Secte 

take your Choice. 
Foig. The Gallows! vpdn- my Shou! T' hate th 

ſhame Gallows, for it is a Diſeaſh dat is fatal to our Þ 


Mrs. 8ul/en would ſpeak wid the Count in her Chan 

ber at Midnight; and dere is no harm, Joy, for 1 an 

to conduct the Count to the Plaſh myſelf. | 
Arch. As IT gueſs'd 


Have you communica 


Foig. I have not ſheen him ſince. wy 
Arch. Right agen; why then Doctor. — 5. | 


ſhall conduct me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. 
 Foig. Fat, my Cuſſen to the Lady ! Upon my Shou 
gra, dat is too much upon the Brogue. 
Arch. Come, come, Doctor; confider we have gu 


a Rope about your Neck, and if you offer to ſque: * 
we'll ſtop your Wind. pipe, moſt certainly ; we ſhall hay 3 
another Job for you in a Day or two, I hope. he b 
An Here's a Company coming this way, let's in | Ga 
my Chamber, and there concert our. Aﬀairs farther. b in 
. Arch. Come, my dear Cuſſen, come along. [Execunt - 5 

_ Foig. Arra the Devil take our Relaſhion. _ * 
Euter Boniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one Dor  G 
Gibbet at the oppoſite. | Toy 
— Well, Gentlemen, tis a fine Night for Enter E. 
on! 

Heunſ Dark as Hell. B 
Bag. And blows like the Devil; our Landlord her Ce 
has — us the Window where we muſt break in, aud] © 
tells us the Plate ſtands in the Wainſcoat Cupboard i 144 
the Parlour. and 


Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bag ſhot, as the Sayin is, Kniveſ one 
and Forks, Cups and Cans, Tumblers and Tankard en 
There's one Tankard, as the Saying is, that's near upot 
as big as me; it was a Preſent to the Squire from bi 
Godmother, and ſmells of Nutmeg and Toaſt like u 
Eaft- India Ship. 

oP Then you ſay we muſt divide at the — 

0 


. 


ect 
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Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounſiaw, as the Saying is—At one 
nd of the Gallery. lies my Lady Bountiful and her. 


W:ughter.;.and at tht other, Mrs. $*/len—As for the 


uire 
7: He's ſafe enough, I have faitly enter'd him, and 
e's more than half Seas over already But ſuch a 
Parcel of Scoundrels are about him now, that, I'gad, 


'Þ was aſham'd to be ſeen in their Company. 


Bon. Tis not Twelve, as the Saying is—— Gentle- 
men, you muſt ſet out at One. . 

Gib. Hounſlow, do you and Bag fbot ſee our Arms 
£x'd, and I'll come to you preſently. 

Hounſ. and Bag. We will. [Exeunt. 

Gib. Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that Scrub 
is a Coward. 

Bon. A Chicken, as the Saying is— You'll have no 
Creature to deal with but the Ladies. 

Gib. And I can aſſure you, Friend, there's a great 
deal of Addreſs and good Manners in robbing a Lady ; 
I am the moſt a Gentleman that way that ever travell'd 
the Road ——But, . dear Bonny, this Prize will be 
a Galleon, a ige nes I warrant you, we ſhall 
bring off three or four thouſand Pound. 

Bon. In Plate, Jewels, and Money, as the Saying is, 
you may. 


Gib. Why then, Tyburn, I defy thee ; I'll get up to 


Town, ſell off my Horſe and Arms, buy mylelf ſome 
pretty Employment in the Law, and be as ſnug and as 
— as e er a long Gown of em all. | 

Bon. And what think you then of my Daughter 
Cherry for a Wife, 

Gib. Look'e my dear BoznywCherry is the Goddeſs 
I adore, as the Song goes; but it is a Maxim, that Man 
and Wife ſhould never have it in their power to hang 
one another; for if they ſhould, the Lord bave mercy 
en em both. j LZxeunt. 


The END of the FounTu ACT, 


ACT 
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| SCENE continues. Knocking without, 


4 Enter Boniface. 
on. Oming, coming A Coach and fix foami 
* * m 
Horſes at this time o' Night! Some — 


=_ — — Say ing 15, for he ſcorns to travel with 


Sir Ch Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 
ir Ch. What, Fellow! A publi 
when other People ſleep? publick Houſe, and a- bel 
„. Sir, I an t a- bed. as the Saying is 
Sir Ob. 1 fee that, as the Saving at 12 . 
may bed, think'e? e Sayings! Is Mr. Saller 
#. All but the 'Squire hi 
js, he's in the t the "Squire himſelf, Sir, as the Saying 
| = on dd PRogny has he? 
on. Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr. Gage th 
Exciſeman, the hunch-back'd „Mr. Gage the 
W other Gentlemen. ck'd Barber, and two or three 
j Sir Ch. I find my Siſter's Le 
| Pifture of her Spouſe. earl ated ada 


| Enter Sullen drnuk. 
Bos — 2 the Squire. | 
ul. uppies left me aſleep Sj 
Sir Cb- wel the.” 22 
| #l. Tam an unfortunate Man I have three 
5 thouſand Pound a Ye.., and I can't g i 
| a Cup of Ale with me. : W 
* os Ther very hard. £557 ; 
ul. Ay, Sir, — And unleſs you have pity 
and ſmoke one Pipe with me, I muſt * LE Seas 


Wife to 


o lye v 
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Fou tab 


Sir ( 
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my Wife, and I had rather go to the Devil by half. | 
Sir Ch. But I preſume, Sir, you won't ſee your 


olye with your Wife in that Pickle ? 

Sul. What! not lie with my Wife! Why, Sir, do 
you take me ſor an Atheiſt, or a Rake? 
Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had better 
lie from her. 

Sul. I think ſo too Friend But I am a Juſtice of 
Peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Law. 

, Sir Ch. Law! As I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no bod 
ung obſerves Law for Law's ſake, only for the good of thoſe 
rea for whom it was made. 
vin $/. But if the Law orders me to ſend you to Goal, 
you mult lie there, my Friend. 
Sir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a Crime to deſerve it, 
Sul. A Crime! Oons, a'n't I married? 
bel Sir Ch. Nay, Sir, if you call Marriage a Crime; 
you muſt diſown it for a Law. 

Sal. Eh. I muſt be acquainted with you, Sir: 
hüt, Sir, I ſhou'd be very glad to know the 
Truth of this Matter. 
ng Sir Ch. Truth, Sir, is a profound Sea, and few there 

be that dare wade deep enough to find out the bottom 
on't. Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the Line of your Un- 
the derſtanding may'n't be long enough. 
tee Sul; Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your Sea 
of Truth, but if a good Parcel of Land can entitle a 
% Man to a little Truth, I have as much as any He in the 
Country. W 82 
Bon. I never heard your Worſhip, as the ſaying is, 
talk ſo much before. 3 
$41. Becauſe I never met with a Man that I lik'd 
before. | 
Bon. Pray, Sir, as the ſaying is, let us ask you one 
© FF Queſtion : Are not Man and Wife one Fleſh ? 
nk Sir Ch. You and your Wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 


Fleſh, becauſe you are nothing elſe But rational 


Creatures have Minds that mult be united. 
e, \ Sal. Minds! | Lo | 


ne Sir 


rise to-night, ſhe'll be gone to Bed you don't uſe 
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Sir Ch. Ay, Minds, Sir; don't you think that t 

Mind takes place of the Body! 

Sul. In ſome People. | 

Sir Ch. Then the Intereſt of the Maſter muſt be 
conſulted before that of his Servant. 

Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to-morrow-w 
Oons, I always thought that we were naturally one. 

Sir Ch. I know that my two Hands are naturally 
one, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, 
help one another in all the Actions of Life; but I could 
not ſay ſo much, if they were always at Cuffs. 

Sul. Then tis plain that we are two. 
Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir? 
Sul. Will you take her, Sir? 

Sir Ch. With all my heart. 

Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow Morning, anda 
Veniſon-Paſty into the Bargain. 

Sir Ch. You'll let me have her Fortune too ? 

Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no Quarrel to her 
Fortune I only hate the Woman, Sir; and none 
but the Woman ſhall go. | 

Sir Ch. But her Fortune, Sir— 

Sul. Can you play at Whisk, Sir? 

Sir Ch. No, truly, Sir. 

Sul. Nor at All-fours ? 

Sir Ch. Neither. 

Sul. Oons! where was the Man bred ? [ Ade.) Buri 
me, Sir, I can't go home, "tis but two a-clock. 

Sir Ch. For half an Hour, Sir, if you pleaſe — 
But you muſt conſider 'tis late. 

Sul. Late! that's the Reaſon I can't go to Bed 
Come, Sir 


Enter Cherry, runs acroſs the Stage, and knocks at 
Aimwell's Chamber-door. Enter Aimwell in hi: 
Night-cap and Goms. 
Aim. What's the matter? You tremble, Child, you're 
frighted? = | | | 


Cher. No wonder, Sir But in ſhort, Sir, this 


very Minute a Gang of Rogues are gone to rob my 
Lady Bountiful's Houſe, Ain, 


2 


er 
le 
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Aim. How! | | | ; 
Cher. I dogg'd 'em to the very Door, and left 'em 
breaking in. | 

Aim. Have you alarm'd any body elſe 'with the 
News ? | 

Cher. No, no, Sir; I wanted to have diſcover'd the 
whole Plot,and twenty other things, to your Man Mar- 
tin; but I have ſearch'd the whole Houſe, and can't 
find him : where is he ? 

Aim. No matter, Child ; will you guide me imme- 
diately to the Houſe? 

Cher. With all my heart, Sir; my Lady Bountiful is 
my Godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well 

Aim. Dorinda? The Name inſpires me, the Glory 


aud the Danger ſhall be all my own—Come, my Life, 


let me but get my Sword. | [Exeant. 
SCENE changes to a Bed chamber in Lady Bountiful's 
Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, undre/i'd; 4 Table 
and Lights. 

Dor. Tis very late, Siſter; no News of your Spouſe 

et? 
: Mrs. Sal. No; I'm condemn'd to be alone *till to- 
wards Four, and then, perhaps, I may be executed 
with his Company, 

Dor. Well, my Dear, I'll leave you to your Reſt; 
you'll go directly to Bed, I ſuppoſe. 

Mrs. Sal. I don't know what to do:—Hey ho! 

Dor. That's a deſiring Sigh, Siſter. 

Mrs. Sul. This is a languiſhing Hour, Siſter. 


Dor. And might prove a critical Minute, if the pretty 


Fellow were here. 


Mrs. Sul. Here! what in my Bed-chamber, at two 


a-clock i'th' Morning, I undreſs'd, the Family aſleep, 
my hated Husband abroad, and my lovely Fellow at 


my Feet —O gad, Siſter. 
Dor. Thoughts are free, Siſter, and them I allow 
N 0, my Dear, good night. [Exit. 
D Mrs. 


LY 


— 


What are you, Sir, a 


CG » 
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Mrs. Sal. A good Reſt to my dear Dor ind.. 
Thoughts free.! are they ſo? Why then ſuppofe him 
here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning Bride. 
2 Here Archer /eals out of the Claſet.] with 
ongue cnchanting, Eyes bewitching, Knees implo- 
ring. [Turns a little on one fide, and fees Archer in the 
yy 45 28 711 Ab! (Shri — runs to the other 
de of the Stage] Have oughts rais'd a Spirit ? 
2 yn — « Men or a Devil? F 
rib. A Man, a Man, Madam. Ring. 

, Sul. How ſhall I be ſure of it? (Ring 

Arch. Madam, I'll give you Demonſtration this Mi. 
nute. [Takes ber Hand. 

Mrs. Sal. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude ? 

Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Sal. In the Name of Wonder, whence came ye ? 

Arch. From the Skies, Madam I'm a Jupiter in 
Love, and you ſhall be my Alemena. 

Mrs. Sul. How came you in? 

Arch. I flew in at the Window, Madam; your Cou- 
fin Capid lent me his Wings, and your Siſter Vers 
open'd the Caſement. 

Mrs. Sal, I'm ſtruck dumb with Admiration. 

Arch. And I with Wonder. { Looks paffionately at Ber. 

Mrs. Sul. What will beceme of me? 

Arch. How beautiful ſhe looks! The teeming 
jolly Spring {miles in her blooming Face, and when ſhe 
was conceiv'd, her Mother ſmelt to Roſes, look'd on 

illies 
* Lillies unfold their White, their fragrant Charms, 
When the warm Sun thus darts into their Arms. 


[ Runs to ber. 
Mrs. 8ul. Ah! [Shricks.] 
Arch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean? You'll 
zaiſe the Houſe. 
Mrs. SJ. Sir, I'll wake the Dead before I'Il bear this. 
What! Approach me with the Freedoms of a 


Keeper! I'm glad on't, your Impudence has cur'd me. 


* 


Arch. It this be Impudence. [ Knze/s.] 1 leave to yo 
p-ruiu (elf ; no panting Pilgrim, aſter a tedious, pai 
| tul 
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ful Voyage, e'er bow'd before his Saint with more De- 


votion. 

Mrs. Sul. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. Aide] 
Riſe thou proſtrate Engineer ; not all thy undermining 
Skill ſhall reach my Heart Riſe, and know I am a 
Woman without my Sex ; I can love to all the Tender- 
neſs of Wiſhes, Sighs, and Tears—But go no farther. 
— Still to convince you that I'm more than Woman, 
I can ſpeak my Frailty, confeſs my Weakneſs even for 

ou ——but 
: Arch. For me! [Going to lay hold on her. 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, Sir, build not upon that for my 
moſt mortal Hatred follows, if you diſobey what [ 
command you now——— leave me this Minute— If he 
denies, I'm loſt, [A/ige. 

Arch. Then you'll promiſe 

Mrs. Sul. Any thing another time. 

Arch. When ſhall I come? 

Mrs. Sal. To-morrow, when you will. 

Arch. Your Lips muſt ſeal the Promiſe. 

Mrs. Sz. Pibaw ! 

Arch. They muſt, they muſt, [Kies ber.] Raptures 
and Paradiſe ! And why not now, my Angel ? The 
Time, the Place, Silence and Secreſy, all conſpire 
And the now conſcious Stars have pre ordain'd this 
Moment for my Happineſs. [Takes her in bis Arms. 

Mrs. Sul. You will not, you cannot, ſure. 

Arch. If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not Mor- 
tals of to-morrow's Dawn, this Night ſhall crown my 


Joys. 
Mrs. Sul. My Sex's Pride aſſiſt me! 
Arch, My Sex's Strength help me. 
Mrs. $z/. You ſhall kill me firſt, 
Arch. I'll die with you. [Carrying ber of. 
Mrs. Sa. Thieves, Thieves, Murder 
| Enter Scrub, in his Breeches and one Shoe. 


Scrub. Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Popery ! 

Arch. Ha! the very timorous Stag will kill in Nut- 
ting · time. [Draws, and ers 18 flab Serub. 
| | D 2 Scrub. 


3 
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Scrub. [ Knteling.] O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have, and 


take my Life. 

Mrs. Sul. ¶ Holding Archer's Hand.] What does the 
Fellow mean ? 

Scrub. O Madam, down upon your Knees, your 
Marrow-bones he's one of them. 

Arch. Of whom ? X 

Scrub. One of the Rogues beg your Pardon, 
one of the honeſt Gentlemen that jaſt now are broke 
into the Houſe. : 

Arch. How |! | 

Mrs. Sul. I hope you did not come to rob me? 

Arch. Indeed I did, Madam, but I wou'd have taken 
nothing but what you might very well ha? ſpar'd ; but 
your crying Thieves, has wak'd this dreaming Fool, 


and ſo he takes em for granted. | 


Scrub. Granted! 'tis granted, Sir; take all we have. 
Mrs. Sul. The Fellow looks as if he were broke out 


of Bedlam. 


Scrub. Oons, Madam, they are broke into the Houſe 
with Fire and Sword; I ſaw them, heard them, they'll 
be here this Minute. 

Arch. What, Thieves. 

Scrub. Under favour, Sir, I think ſo, 

Mrs. $u/. What ſhall we do, Sir? 

* Arch. Madam, I wiſh your Ladyſhip a good Night. 
Mrs. Sal. Will you leave me? | 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you com- 
mand me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your im- 
mortal Hatred. 3 
Mrs. Sa J. Nay, but pray, Sir 

| [Takes hold of bim. 
Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my tarn to- be ra- 


viſh'd—You ſee now, Madam, you muſt uſe Men one 


way or other; but take this by the way, good Madam, 
that none but a Fool will give you the Benefit of his 
Courage, unleſs you'll take his Love along with it 
How are they arm'd, Friend ? 


Arch. 
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Arch. Huſh! —I ſee a dark Lanthorn coming thro? 
the Gallery Madam, be aſſured I will protect you, 
or loſe my Life. 

Mrs. Sul. Your Life! no Sir, they can rob me of no- 
thing that | value half ſo much; therefore now, Sir, let 
me intreat you to be gone. 

Arch. No, Madam, I'll! conſult: my own Safety, for 
the ſake of yours; I'll work a Stratagem : Have you 
Courage enough to ſtand the Appearance of 'em ? 

Mrs. 82]. Ves yes, fince I have 'ſcap'd your Hands, 
T can face any thing. 

Arch. Come hither, Brother Scrub; don't you know 
me ? 

Scrub. Eh! my dear Brother, let me ki thee. 

[X. es Archer, 

Arch. This way Here | 

[Archer and Scrub bide behind the Bed. 


Enter Gibbet with a dark Lan herr in one Hand, av 
a Piſicl in tather. 


Gib. Ay, ay, this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone, 

Mrs. Sul. Who are you, Sir? Waat wou d you have? 
D'ye come to rob me? 

Gib. Rob you ! Alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only a 
younger Brother, Madam; and ſo, Madam, if you 
make a Noiſe, I'll ſhoot you through the Head: But 
don't be afraid, Madam, [ Laying his Lanthorn and Piſtol 
upon the Table.) Theſe Rings, Madam; don't be con- 
cern'd Madam; I have a profound Reſpe& for you, 
Madam ; your Keys, Madam ; don't be frighted, Ma- 
dam; I'm the moſt of a Gentleman: [Searching her 
Packets ] This Necklace, Madam; I never was rude to 
any Lady |——1 have a Veneration——for- this Neck- 
lace——-{ Here Archer having come round, and ſeiz'd the 
Piſtol, takes Gibbet by the Collar, trips up his Heels, 
and claps the Piſtol to his Breaſt. 

Arch. Hold, profane Villain, and take the Reward 
of thy Sacrilege. —— 

G6. Oh ! pray, Sir, don't kill me; I an't prepar'd. 

Arch. How many is there of em, Scrub. 

23 Scrub. 


234 . — 
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Scrub. Five and Forty, Sit. 

Arch. Then I muſt kill the Villain, to have him out 
of the way. 

Gi. Hold ! hold! Sir ; we are but three, upon my 
Honour. 

Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him? 

Scrub. Not I, Sir, kill him, kill him. | 

Arch. Run to Gip/ey's Chamber, there you'll find the 
Doctor; bring him hither preſently. 

5 xis Scrub running. 
Come, Rogue, if you have a ſhort Prayer, ſay it. 

Gib. Sir, I have no Prayer at all; the Government 
has provided a Chaplain to ſay Prayers for us on theſe 
Occaſions. 

Mrs. Su“. Pray, Sir, don't kill him Vou fright 
me as much as him. 

Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the oc- 
cafion of my Diſappoiutment——Sirrab, this Moment 
is your laſt. 

Gib. Sir, I'll give you two hundred Pounds; to ſpare 
my Life. 

Arch. Have you no more, Raſcal ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, I can command four hundred; but I 
muſt reſerve two of em toſave my Life at the Seſſions. 


Enter Scrub and Foigard. 
Arch. Here Doctor; I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, be- 
tween you, may manage him——Lay hold of him, 


DoRor. [Foigard Jay hold of Gibbet. 
Gib. What! turn'd over to the Prieſt already 


Look'e, Doctor, you come before your time; I a'n't 


. condemn's yet, I thank ye. 


Foig. Come, my dear Joy, I vill ſecure your Body 
and your Shoul too : I vill make you a good Catholick, 
and give you an Abſolution. 


Gib. Abſolution! can you procure me a Pardon, 
Doctor? 


87 No, Joy — | 
— Then you and your Abſolution may go to the 
vil. | 


Ari 
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Arch. Convey him into the Cellar, there bind him : 
Take the Piſtol, and if he offers to refit, ſhoot 
him thro? the Head and come back to us with all 
the Speed you can, 
Scrub. Ay, ay come, Doctor, do you hold him faſt, 
and I'll guard him. 
Mrs. Sul. But how came the Doctor: 
Arch. In ſhort, Madam [% el without.) 
*Sdeath ! the Rogues are at work with the other La- 
dies——T'm vex'd I parted with the Piſtol ; but I muſt 
fly to their Aſſiſtance— Will you ſtay here, Madam, 
or venture your ſelf with me? 
Mrs. Sul. Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. 
[Takes bim by the Arm, and Exeunt. 


Seu changes to another Apartment in the ſam-: 
Houſe. - 
Enter Hounſlow dragging the Lady Bountiful, and 
—_— bawling in Dorinda; the Rogues with Sword: 
ratwn, 


Hounſ. Come. come, your Jewels, Miſtreſs. 
Bag /b. Your Keys, your Keys, old Genilewoman, 


Enter Aimwell and Cherry. 

Aim. Turn this way, Villains; I durſt engage an 
Army in ſuch a Cauſe, [ He engages en both. 

Dor. O, Madam ! had I but a Sword to help the 
brave Man ! 

L. Bount. There's three or four hanging up in the 
Hall; but they won't draw. I'II go fetch one, how- 
ever. [Exit, 

Enter Archer and Mr:. Sullen, | 


Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord; every Man his Bird, 
pray. [They engage Man to Man; the Rogues are 
thrown down, and diſarm'd. 
Cher. What! the Rogues taken! then they'll im- 
peach my Father ! I muſt give him timely Notice, 


- [Runs out. 
. Arch. Shall we kill the Rogues ? 
D 4 Aim, 
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Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. 
Arch. Ay, ay 3 here, Madam, lend me our Garter, 
| [To Mrs. Sullen, robo Hand, by him. 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil's in this Fellow; he fights, loves, 
and banters, all in a Breath: Here's a Cord that the 
Rogues brought with 'em, I ſuppoſe. 

Arch. Right, right; the Rogue's Deſtiny, a Rope to 
hang himſelf ——Come, my Lord, this is but a 
ſcandalous ſort of an Office ; [ Binding the Rogues to- 

ether.) if our Adventures ſhou'd end in this fort of 
1 but I hope there is ſomething in pro- 
ſpect that [Enter Scrub. ] Well, Scrub, have you ſe- 
cur'd your Tartar? 
Scrub. Yes, Sir; I left the Prieſt and him diſputing 
about Religion. 
_ Aim. And pray carry theſe Gentlemen to reap the 
Benefit of the Controverſy. ¶ Delivers the Priſoners to 
Scrub, who leads em out, 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord here ? 

Dor. And pray, how came the Gentleman here ? 

Mrs. Sul. I'll tell you the greateſt Piece of Villainy— 

| [They talk in dumb fhew, 

Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucceſs- 
ful in your Adventures than the Houſe-vreakers. 

Arch. No matter for my Adventure, yours is the 
principal Preſs her this minute to marry you, 
—now, while ſhe's hurried between the Palpitation 
of her Fear and the Joy of her Deliverance ; now while 
the Tide of her Spirits are at High-flood; throw 
your ſelf at her Feet, ſpeak ſome Romantic: Nonſenſe 
or other; —addreſs her, like Alexander in the Height 
of his Victory; confound her Senſes, bear down her 
Reaſon, and away with her: — The Prieſt is now. in 
the Cellar, and dare not refuſe to do the Work. 


Enter Lady Bountiful. 


Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being obſerv'd: 
Arch. You a Lover ! and not find a way to get off 
Let me ſee. 

Aim. You bleed, Archer, 


Arch. 
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Arch. 'Sdeath, Em glad on't; this Wound will do 
the Buſineſs—T'll amuſe the old Lidy and Mrs. $u1- 
len about dreſſing my Wound, While you carry off De- 


"% Bount. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how you 
wou'd be gratified for the Service 
Arch. Come, come, my Lady, this is no time for 
Compliments; I'm wounded, Madam. 
L. Boun. and Mrs. Sl. How ! wounded! 
Dor. J hop?, Sir, you have receiv'd no hurt ? 
Aim. None but what you may cure 
[Makes Love in dumb fheto; 
L. Bount. Let me ſee your Arm, Sir I muſt have 
ſome: Powder-ſugar to ſtop the Blood——O me ! An 
ugly Gaſh ; upon my word, Sir, you muſt go into Bed. 
Arch. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well 
Madam, [To Mrs. Sullen.] will you do me the Favour 
to conduct me to a Chamber? 
L. Boun. Do, do, Daughter, while get the 
Lint, and the Probe, and the Plaiſter ready. 
- [Runs out one way, Aimwell carries off Dorinda 
another. 
Arch, Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 
Mother. s Commands. 


Mrs. Sal. How can you, after Il! is paſt, have che 
Confidence to ask me ? 

Arch. And if you go to that, how can you, after 
what is paſt, have the Confidence to deny me:? 
Was not this Blood ſhed in your Defence, and my Life 

F expos'd ſor your Protection! Look'e, Madam, Im 
none of your Romantick Fools, that fight Giants and 
Monſters for nothing; my Valour is downright 2 | 
I am a Soldier of Fortune, and muſt be paid. 

Mrs. Sal. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to opbraid 
me with your Services. 


Arch. *Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to re- 
ward *em. 


Mrs. Sul. How * At the Expenct of my Honour? 
Arch. Honour! Can Honour conſiſt with Ingrati- 
tude ? If you wou'd deal like a Woman of Honour, do 


Ds. lize® 
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likea Man of Honour: D'ye think I would deny you 
in ſuch a Caſe? - 


Enter a Servant. 

Ser. Madam, my Lady order'd me to tell you that 
your Brother is below at the Gate. 

Mrs. Sul. My Brother! Heaven be prais'd—Sir, 
he ſhall thank you for your Services 3 he has it in bis 

wer, 

. Who is your Brother, Madam ? 

Mrs. Sul. Sir Charles Freeman————You'll excuſe 
me, Sir; I muſt go and receive him. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman ! Sdeath and Hel 
My old Acquaintance. Now, unleſs Aimtoell has made 
good uſe of his Time, all our fair Machine goes ſouze 
into the Sea, like the Ediftone. [ Exit. 


Scenx changes to the Gallery in the ſame Houſe. 


Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 
Dor. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer'd ; 
your late generous Action will, I hope, plead for my 
ly yieldfng ; tho' I muſt own, your Lordſhip had a 
Friend in the Fort before. 
Aim. The Sweets of Hyb/a-dwell upon her Tongue 
irre, Doctor 


. Enter Foigard, with a Book. 

Feig. Are you prepar'd boat ? | 
Dor. I'm ready: But firſt, my Lord, one Word 
I have a frightful example of a haſty Marriage in my 
own Family; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me 
Pray, my Sq conſider a little | 

Aim. Conſider! Do you doubt my Honour or my 
Love ? 

Dor. Neither; I do believe you equally juſt as brave 
And were your whole Sex drawn out for me to 
ehuſe, I wou'd not caſt a look upon the Multitude if 
you were abſent But, my Lord, I'm a Woman; 


Calouts, Concealments, may hide a thouſand Faults in 
me 
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of your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that 
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me Therefore know me better firſt; 1 hardly dare 
affirm I know myſelf in any thing except my Love. 
Aim. Such Goodneſs who could injure! I find my 
ſelf unequal to the Task of Villain ; ſhe has gain'd my 
Soul, and made it honeſt like her own—1 cannot hurt 
her. ¶Aſide.] Doctor, retire. [Exit Foigard ] Madam, 
behold your Lover and your Proſelyte, Judge of my 
Paſhon by my Converſion I'm all a Lye, nor dare 
I give a Fiction to your Arms : I'm all a Counterfeit, 
except my Paſſion. | 
Dor. Forbid it, Heaven ! a Counterfeit ! 
Aim. I am no Lord, but a poor needy Man, come 
with a mean, a ſcandalous Defign to prey upon your 
Fortune—But the Beauties of your Mind and Perſon 
have ſo won me from my ſelf, that, like a truſty Set- 
vant, I prefer the Intereſt of my Miitreſs to my own. 
Dor. Sure I have had the Dream of ſome poor Ma- 
rinef, a fleeping Image of a welcome Port, and wake 
involv'd in Storms—Pray, Sir, who are you? - | 
Aim. Brother to the Man whoſe Title 1 uſurp'd, but 
Stranger to his Honour or his Fortune, 
Dor. Matchleſs Honeſty ! —Once I was proud, Sir, 


you want it: Now I can ſhew, my Love was juſtly le- 
vell'd, and had no Aim but Love. Doctor, come in. 


Enter Foigard at one Door, Gipley at another, who 
wy whiſpers Dorinda. 
Your Pardon, Sir, we ſhan't want you now. Sir, you 
muſt excuſe me Ill wait on you preſently. 
[Exit with Gipſey. 
Foig. Upon my Shoul, now, dis is fooliſh. [Ex:e. - 
Aim. Gone! And bid the Prieſt depart It has an 
ominous Look. 
Enter Archer. 
Arch. Courage, Tom Shall I wiſh you Joy. 
Aim. No. 
Arch. OQons ! Man, what ha' you been doing. 
Arm. O Archer, my Honeſty, L tear, has ruin'd me, 
Arch, How ? | | 7 


Ain 
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Aim. I have diſcover'd my ſelf. 

Arch. Diſcover'd l And without my Conſent ? What! 
Have I embark'd my ſmall Remains in the ſame Bot- 
tom with yours, and you diſpoſe of all without my 
Partnerſhip. 

Aim. O Archer, I own my Fault. 

Arch. After Convittion—'Tis then too late for Par- 
don——You may remember, Mr. Aimee/l, that you 
propos'd this Folly—As you begun, ſo end it—Hence- 
forth I'll hunt my Fortune ſingle. So farewell. 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a Minute, 

Arch. Stay! What, to be deſpis'd, expos'd and laugh'd- 
at! No: I wou'd ſooner change Conditions with 
the worſt of the Rogues we juſt now bound, than bear 

one ſcornful Smile from the proud Knight, that once I 
treated as my Equal. x7 

Aim. What Knight? 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lady that 
I: had almoſt But no matter for that, 'tis a curſed: 
Night's Work ; and fol leave you to make the beſt on't. 

Aim. Freeman |!————One Word, Archer. Still I: 
have Hopes; methought ſhe receiv'd my Confeſſion: 
with Pleaſure; | 

Arch. *Sdeath, who doubts it ? | 

Aim. She conſented after to the Match; and till I 
dare believe ſhe will be juſt. 

Arch. To her ſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd 
Have been, 
Aim. By all my Hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes. 


Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 


Dor. Come, my dear Lord fly with Impatience 
to your Arms —— The Minutes of my Abſence was a 
tedious Year. Where's this Prieſt? 


Enter Foiĩgard. 


Arch. Oons, a brave Girl! 


Dor. I ſuppoſe, my Lord, this Gentleman is privy- 
to our Affairs? ; 


Arab. Les, yes, Madam, I'm to be your Father. 


Dor. 
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Dor. Come, Prieſt, do your Office. | 

Arch. Make haſte, make haſte ; couple em any 
way. [Takes Aimwell's Hand.] Come, Madam, I'm to 
give you. 

Dor. My Mind's alter'd; IJ won't. 

Arch. E — 

Aim. I'm confounded. : 

Fig. Upon my Shoul, and ſho is my ſhelf, 

Arch. What's the matter now, Madam ? 
Dor. Look'e, Sir, one generous Action deſerves ano- 
ther —— This Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to hide 
nothing from me; my Juſtice engages me to conceal no- 
thing from him: In ſhort, Sir, you are the Perſon that 
you thought you counterfeited ; you are the true Lord 
Viſcount Aimwe//; and I wiſh your Lordſhip Joy. 
Now, Prieſt, you may be gone; if my Lord is now 
pleas'd with the Match, let his Lordſhip marry me in 
the Face of the World. 

Aim. Archer, what does ſhe mean ? 4 25 
Dor. Here's a Witneſs for my Truth. 


Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen? 


Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimwel!, T wiſh you Joy. 
Aim. Of what ? | g 
Sir. Ch. Of your Honour and Eſtate. Your Brother 
died the Day before I left London; and all your Friends 

have writ after you to Bruſſels; among the reſt, I did 
my ſelf the Honour. | 

Arch. Heark'e, Sir Knight, don't you banter now ? 

Sir Ch. Tis truth, upon my Honour. 

Aim. Thanks to the pregnant Stars that form'd this 
Accident... | 

Arch. Thanks to the Worab of Time that brought 
it forth; away with it. | 

Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me to 
the Prize [Taking Dorinda's Hand. 

Arch. And double Thanks to the noble Sir Charles 
Freeman. My Lord, Iwiſh you Joy. My Lady I wiſh 
you oy gad, Sir Freeman, you're the ho- 
neſtelt Fellow living —Sdeath, I'm grown ſtrangely 


airy 
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airy upon this Matter My Lord, how d' ye? 
A Word, my Lord: Don't you remember ſomething 
of a previous Agreement, that entitles me to the Moi- 
ety of this Lady's Fortune, which, I think, will a- 
mount to five thouſand Pound. 

Aim. Not a Penny, Archer : You wou'd ha' cut my 
2 juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this 

ady. 

Arch. Ay, and I'll cut your Throat till, if you ſhou'd 
deceive her now. 
Aim. That's what I expect; and to end the Diſpute, 
the Lady's Fortune is ten thouſand Pound, we'll di- 
— the Stakes ; take the ten thouſand Pound, or the 

Der. How! Is your Lordſhip ſo indifferent ? 

Arch. No no, no, Madam; his Lordſhip knows very 
well, that I'll take the Money ; I leave you to his 
Lerdſhip, and ſo we're both provided for. 


Enter Foigard. 


Foig. Arra fait, de People do ſay you be all robb'd, 
oy. | 

; lim. The Ladies have been in ſome danger, Sir, as 
you faw. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, our Inn be robb'd too. 

Aim. Our Inn! by whom ? 

Fig. Upon my Shalwation, our Landlord has robb'd 
himſelf, and run away wid da Money. : f 

Arch. Robb'd himſelf! 

Foig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred Pounds. 

Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred Pound ! 

Foig. Yes fait, Honey, that ] did owe him. 

Aim. Our Money's gone, Frank. 

Arch. Rot the Money, my Wench is gone 
Sqavez vous quelque thoſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry? 


Enter a Fellozy with a trong Box and a Letter. 


Fell. Is there one Martin here ? 
Arch. Ay, ay, who wants him ? 


Fell. I have a Box here, and a Letter for him. 


Arch. 
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Arch: [Taking the Box.) Ha, ha, ha, what's here ? 
Legerdemain ! By this Light, my Lord, our Money 
again ! but this unfolds the Riddle. [Opening the Let- 
ter, reads. }) Hum, hum, hum—O, 'tis for the publick 
Good, and muſt be communicated to the Company. 


Mr. Martin, 


M Y Father being afraid of an Impeachment by the 
Rogues that are taken to-night, is gone off ; but if 


you can procure him a Pardon, hell make great Diſcove- 


ries that may be uſeful to the Country. Cou'd I have 
met you inſtead of your Maſter to-night, I wou'd have 
deliver'd myſelf into your Hands, with a Sum that nuch 
exceeds that in your firong Box, which I baus ſent you, 


with an Aſſurance to my dear Martin, that I ſhall ever © 


be bis moſt faithful Friend till Death. 
Cherry Boniface. 


There's a Billet-doux for you As for the Father, I 
think he ought to be encouraged; and for the Daughs 
ter——Pray, my Lord, perſuade your Bride to take 


ber into your Service inſtead of Gip/ey. 


Aim. I can aſſure you, Madam, your Deliverance 
was owing to her Diſcovery. 


Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do without 
the Obligation. I'll take care of her. 

Sir Ch. This good company meets opportunely in 
favour of a Deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate 


Siſter: I intend to part her from her Husband.— Gen- | 


tlemen, will you aſſiſt me? 
Arch. Aſſiſt you! 'Sdeath, who wou'd not? 


Foig. Ay, upon my Shoul, we'll all aſſhiſt, 


Enter Sullen. | 
Sul. What's all this? They tell me, Spouſe, that 
you had lik'd to have been robb'd. | 


Mrs. Sz/. Truly, Spouſe, I was pretty near i. 
Had not theſe two Gentlemen interpos'd. 


Sul. How came theſe Gentlemen here? 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Su/. That's his way of returning Thanks, you 
mult know. 
| Fig. Ay, but upon my Conſhience de Queſtion- 
\ be 4-propo, for all dat. 
Sir, Char, You promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that you; 
would deliver your Lady to me this Morning. 
Sul. Humph. | | 
Arch, Humph! What do you mean by Hamph ?— 
Sir, you ſhall deliver her In ſhort, Sir, we have 
ſav'd you and your Family; and if you are not civil, 
we'll unbind the Rogues, join with them, and ſet fire p 
to your Houſe———What does the Man mean? Not 
part with his Wife 
Foig. Arra, not part wid your Wife! Upon my 
Shoul de Man does not underſtand common Shivility, a 
Mrs. Sx/. Hold, Gentlemen; all things here muſt 
move by Conſent ; Compulſion would ſpoil us: Let 
my Dear and I talk the Matter over, and you ſhall 
judge it between us. 
| Sul. Let me know firſt who ate to be our Judges :— 
Pray. Sir, who are you? 
Sir Ch. I am Sic Char/es Freeman, come to take a- 


way your Wife! 
$1 And you, good Sir? 


Aim. Charles Viſcount Aimwell, come take away- 
your Siſter. | | 
Sul. And you, pray Sir? 
Arch. Francis Archer, Eſq; come 
Sal. To take away my Mother, I hope—— Gentle- 
men, you're heartily welcome: I never met with three 
more obliging People ſince I was born And now, . 
my Dear, if you pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt Word. 
" _ Arch. And the laſt, for five Pound. - _ [ Hide. 
Mrs. Sul. Spouſe. : * 7 
Sul. Rib. | | 
Mrs. Sz/. How long have you been marry'd? - 
Sul. By the Almanack, fourteen Month — but 
by my Account fourteen Years. 
Mrs. Sul. Tis thereabout by my Reckoning. [ 
Foig. Upon my Conſhience dere Accounts vil agree. 
Mrs. { 


— 


* 
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Mrs. Su/. Pray, $pouſe, what did you marry for? 
Sul. To get an Heir to my Eſtate. 
Sir Ch. And have you ſucceeded ? 
Sul. No. 

Arch. The Condition fails of his fide, 
Madam, what did you marry for ? | 

Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my Sex by 
the Strength of his, and to enjoy the Pleaſures of an 
agreeable Society. 

Sir Ch. Are your Expectations anſwer'd ? 

Mrs. Sul. No. 

Foig. Arra Honeys, a clear Caaſe, a clear Caaſe! | 

Sir Ch. What are the Bars to your mutual Content- 
ment? 1 

Mrs, Sul. In the firſt place, I can't drink Ale with him. 

Sul. Nor can I drink Tea with her. 

Mrs. Sal. I can't hunt with you. 

Sul. Nor can I dance with you. 

Mrs. Sal. I hate Cocking and Racing. 

Sul. And I abhor Ombre and Picquet. 

Mrs, Sul. Your Silence is intolerable. 

Sul. Your Prating is worſe. 
Mrs. Sal. Have we not been a perpetual Offence to 
each other A gnawing Vulture at the Heart? 

Sul. A frightful Goblin to the Sight. 

Mrs. Sul. A Porcupine to the Feeling. 

Sul. Perpetual Wormwood to the Taſte. 

Mrs. Sul. Is there on Earth a thing we can agree in? 

Sul. Yes to part. 

Mrs. Su. With all my Heart. 

Sul. Your Hand. 

Mrs. Sul. Here. , 

Sal. Theſe Hands join'd us, theſe ſhall part us. 
Away— | | 

Mrs. Sal. North. 

Sul. South. 

Mrs. Sul. Eaſt. 

J. Wo ww as the Poles aſunder. | 
aig. Upon my Shoal, a v (ty Sheremony. 

Sir Ch, Now, Mr. b there — only — Si- 

ſter's Fortune to make us eaſy. Sul. 


Pray, 


£ 
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Sul. Sir Charles, you love your Siſter, and I love her 
Fortune; every one to his Fancy. 

Arch. Then you won't refund?” 

Sul. Not a Stiver. 

Arch. What is her Portion? 

Sir Ch. Ten Thouſand Pound, Sir. 

Arch. I pay it: my Lord, I thank him, has enabled 
me; and if the Lady pteafes, fie-ftral} go home with me: 
This Night's Adventure has proved ſtrangely lucky to 
us all—Far Captain Gibbet, im his Walk, has made bold, 
Mr. Su/kn, with your Study and Eſeritore, and has taken 
out all the Writings of your Eftate, all the Articles of 
Marriage with your Lady, Bills, Bonds, Leaſes, Receipts, 
to an infinite Value; I took em from him, and I deli- 
ver them to Sir Charles. | 

Gives him a Parcel of Papers and Parchments. 

Sul. How, my Writings! my Head akes conſumedly. 
Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her Fortune, but 
I can't talk. If you have a mind, Sir Char/es, to be 
merry, and celebrate my Sifter's . « and my Di- 
vorce, you may command my Houſe: — but my Head 
akes conſumedly :——Scysb, bring me a Dram. 

. 4rch; Madam [to Mrs. Sul. ] there's a Country-Dance 
to the Trifle that I ſung to-day z your Hand, and we'll 


lead it up. 
| Here a Dance. 


Arch. Twould be hard to gueſs which of theſe Par- 
ties is the better pleas'd, the Couple join'd, or the Cou. 
le parted; the one rejoicing in hopes of an untaſted 


appineſs, and the o in their Deliverance from-an 
experienc'd Miſery. 


Both happy in their ſeo'ral States we find: 
Thoſe parted by Conſent, and thoſe conjoin'd. 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the Lawyer's Fee : 
Conſent is Law enough to ſet you free. 


The END of the FirTw ACT, 


EPILOGUE, 


Deſien'd to be ſpoke in the BRAux 
TRATAGEM. | 


By Mr. SMITH, the Author of 
PH DRA and HYPOLITUS. 


5 to our Play your Judgment can't be hind, 
Let its expiring Author Pity find: 

Survey his mournful Caſe with melting Eyas, 
Nor let the Bard be damn'd before be dies. 
Forbear, you Fair, on his la Scene to frown, 
But his true Exit with a Plaudit crown ; 
Then ſhall the dying Poet ceaſe to fear 
The dreadful Knell, while your Applauſe he hears. 
At Leuctra ſo the congu ring Theban dy'd : 
Claim'd his Friends Praiſes, but their Tears deny d: 
Pleas'd in the Pangs of Death, be greatly thought 
Conqueſt with Loſs of Life but cheaply bought. 
The Difference this, the Greek was one who'd fight, 3 
A's brave, tho not ſo $4) as Serjeant Kite; | 
Ye Sons of Will's, what's that to thoſe who write“? 
To Thebes alone the Grecian 820'd bis Bays : 
You may the Bard above the Hero raiſe, | [: 
Since yours is greater than Athenian Praiſe. 
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SONG off a T RIFLE. 

Sung by Archer in the Third A Cr. 


A "Trifling Song you ſhall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and ended: 
All trifling People draw near, 

Hnd I all be nobly attended. 


Were it not for Triftes, a few, 

That lately have come into Play; 

The Men end want ſomething ta do, 
And the Women want ſomething to ſay: 


What makes Men trifle in Dreſſing © 
Becauſe the Ladies (they know) 
Admire by often Poſſeſſing, 

That eninent Trifle a Beau. 


When the Lover his Moments has Triff'd,” 


1 


The Trifle of Trifles to gain: 
No ſooner the Virgin is riffd, 
But a Trifle will part em again. 


What mortal Man toon d be able 

At White's half an hour to fit? 
Or who cou'd bear a Tea-Table, 
Without talking of Trifles for Nit? 


The Court is from Trifles ſecure, 
Gold Keys are no Trifles, we ſet: 
White Reds no Trifles, Tn ſure, 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 
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But F ven will go to the Place, 
Where Trifle: abundantly breed, 
The Levee will ſhew you his Grace 
Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed. 


Coach with fix Footmen behind, 
T cunt neither Trifle nor Sin: 
But, ye Goas! how oft do we find 
A ſcandalous Trifle within ? 


A Flask of Champaign, People think it 
A Trifle, or ſomething as lad: 

But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll find it no Trifle egad. 


A Parſon's a Trifle at Sea, 

A Widows a Trifle in Sorrow : 

A Peace is a Trifle to-day: 

Who knows what may happen to-morrow ? 


A Black-Coat a Trifle may tloak, 

Or to hide in, the Red may endeavour : 
But if once the Army is broke, 

We ſhall have more Trifles than ever, 


The Stage is a Trifle, they ſay; 
The Reaſmm pray carry along, 
Becauſe at ens new Pla r. 
The Houſe they with Trifles ſo throng. 


But with People's Malice to Trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a Foot: 
The Author of this is a Trifle, 
And bis Song is a Triffe to boat. 
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